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Go Our Lady on Christmas Day 


He rules the realms of starry space, 
Whilst heaven awestruck stands; 

On earth He smiles into thy face, 
A Babe in swathing bands. 


Each creature to Him, Lord Divine, 
Its meed of homage brings,— 
The while with mother-love ’tis thine 
To swathe this King of kings. 


The treasures of His love and grace 
He came with us to share, 

Within thy hands He willed to place 
That we might find them there. 


O Mother, Jesus deigned to show 
The path that leads to God; 

No other way can mankind go 
Save that which He has trod. 


With child-like trust we kneel and pray 
To thee enthroned above: 
O swathe our hearts this Christmas day 
In bands of purest love. 


F. J. Metvin, C. Ss. R. 
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THE REAL PRESENCE PROVED BY THE 
ARGUMENT OF “PRESCRIPTION” 





With the exception of a small number of obscure heretics, no one 
had denied the Catholic doctrine of the Real Presence until the appear- 
ance of Luther and other heretics in the sixteenth century. Not only 
the whole Catholic Church, but also all the ancient sects which cen- 
turies previous to the pretended Reformation had been cut off from 
the Church of Christ, such as the Greeks, the Nestorians, the Copts 
and the Armenians, had always believed and still believe in the Real 
Presence. But in the sixteenth century a novel and upstart religion, 
headed by the apostate monk Luther, without either divine authority, 
mission, or sanction, came forward repudiating the ancient and uni- 
versal belief in the Real Presence and other genuine Christian truths, 
charging them with being anti-Christian and idolatrous, striving in a 
hundred different and contradictory ways to explain and interpret the 
express and most plain words of Jesus Christ, constantly wrangling 
among themselves and splitting into numberless sects. On the other 
hand, the Catholic Church (and even all the aforesaid ancient sects 
likewise) has continued to believe and cling faithfully to the original 
doctrine of the Real Presence as preached to her by the apostles of 
Jesus Christ, maintaining that she has always been in lawful posses- 
sion of this sacred doctrine taught by the apostles who had heard it 
from the very lips of the Saviour. 

That the Catholic Church received her doctrine of the Real Pres- 
ence from Jesus Christ and His apostles, can be proved by arguments 
other than texts of Scripture and quotations from the writings of the 
Holy Fathers and Doctors of the Church. One of these arguments is 
called the argument of “Prescription.” This form of proof is used 
both in law and in theology. In law it is equivalent to the old adage: 
“Possession is nine points of the law.” For instance, a man who has 
long been in undisputed possession of some property or privilege is 
deemed its lawful possessor, and cannot be dispossessed, unless legally 
conclusive proof is given that he never had a lawful right to the same. 
The burden of the proof rests on the party impugning his right there- 
to; that is, he who is in possession needs not directly to prove his 
right. 

Now let us see how in theology “Prescription” is an unanswer- 
able and conclusive proof. That the Catholic Church alone has ex- 
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isted from the time of Jesus Christ and His apostles and was founded 
by them is admitted by all who are acquainted with history, Hence it 
was the Catholic Church which Jesus Christ commissioned to teach all 
nations, and of which all nations were bound to believe and to become 
thembers under the pain of eternal condemnation: “Go ye into the 
whole world and preach the Gospel to every creature. He that be- 
lieveth and is baptized, shall be saved; but he that believeth not shall 
be condemned” (Mark 16:15, 16). It is, therefore, clear that the 
Catholic Church was founded by Christ and that all men were obliged 
to believe her teaching under the pain of forfeiting their salvation. 
Even Protestants admit that the Catholic Church was the Church of 
Christ, the true Church, during the first three centuries; “but,” say 
they, “after the first three centuries, the Catholic Church began to 
corrupt the doctrines of Christ and His apostles by adding a number 
of doctrines and practices both false and idolatrous, which Jesus and 
His apostles had not taught, such as Confession, the Real Fresence, 
prayers to the Virgin and to the saints.” Here we have only to refute 
them by using the argument of “Prescription,” saying to them: “You 
say that the doctrine of the Real Presence was never taught by Jesus 
Christ and His apostles. If so, it must have been introduced into the 
Church at a later date; please tell us, then, when, where and by whom 
such a wonderful doctrine was introduced, for it must have drawn the 
attention of the Christians of the time; we know the place, time, and 
authors of the various novel doctrines, differing from and opposed to 
the doctrines transmitted to His Church by Jesus Christ and His 
apostles; we can give the time, place, and authors of the heresies 
broached in all ages. If the Real Presence is not a doctrine of Christ 
and His apostles, as you assert so boldly, you must be able to give us 
the particulars of its first appearance in the Church. But this you 
cannot do, for there is no record of a later introduction into the Creed 
of the Catholic Church, as there is for the first appearance of Arianism, 
Nestorianism, Eutychianism, Donatism, Pelagianism and Protestantism 
with its various sects. Hence the conclusion is clear that the doctrine 
of the Real Presence was contained in the doctrines which Christ and 
His apostles commissioned the Church to teach to mankind and to be 
believed by all men under the pain of eternal condemnation.” 


The history of the Church most clearly proves that no novel doc- 
trine opposed to or different from that of Jesus could be broached 
either in the early ages of the Church or in later times without causing 
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great opposition and horror among the faithful and without being at 
once condemned. Faith was held dearer than anything else and worthy 
of the sacrifice of all good and life itself for its preservation, as is 
attested by millions of martyrs who died in its defense. The horror 
of heresy, of false and novel doctrines, can be seen from numberless 
examples, a few of which are given here. “If any man come to you 
and bring this (novel) doctrine, receive him not into the house, nor 
say to him, God speed you” (2 John 10). It is St. John, the apostle of 
charity, who says this; and what he said he also practiced; for when 
he was told that the heretic Cerinthus had entered the house he was in, 
St. John at once left it, for he did not wish to remain under the same 
roof as a heretic. The heretic Arius was explaining his heresy in an 
assembly ; but the hearers showed their horror by closing their ears 
and would not listen to his blasphemies. One day the heretic Nes- 
torius, bishop of Constantinople, whilst preaching to his own diocesans, 
said that Mary was not the Mother of God, but only the mother of 
the man called “Christ,” the people were so horrified that they all at 
once left the church. On another occasion a member of his clergy, 
by his order, was preaching the same heretical doctrine, to the horror 
of the people, when a certain Eusebius, a prominent layman, could no 
longer stand such heretical preaching, arose and proceeded to protest 
and to refute him, to the delight and applause of the people. 

The charge that the Church of Jesus Christ fell into errors and 
corrupted His doctrine, is an insult to our Lord Jesus Christ Himself, 
for He repeatedly asserted that His Church would never in the least 
swerve from the truth, and would always triumph over error. In the 
first place, the angel Gabriel, the messenger of God to the virgin Mary, 
expressly declared to her that the kingdom of the Son who was to be 
born of her would have no end: “And of His kingdom there shall be 
no end” (Luke 1:33). The kingdom of Jesus Christ is His Church, 
and had His Church fallen into error, it would no longer be His king- 
dom and the divine prophecy of its lasting forever would have failed 
of fulfilment; but what God Himself foretells must be fulfilled, for 
He is Truth itself, and not a liar or a deceiver, as such a charge would 
make Him! 


In the next place, Jesus Christ said to Peter: “Thou art Peter 
(that is, the rock), and on this rock I will build My Church and the 
gates of hell shall not prevail against her” (Mat. 16:18). History 
shows how “the gates of hell,” that is, errors and earthly power, have 
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fought against her, to subdue her, to enslave her, to crush her, but 
all in vain. Hence St. Jerome says: “As long as the world shall last, 
the strength of the Church shall be tested and shall abide the test. This 
will be so, because the Lord God almighty, who is the Lord God of 
the Church, has promised that so it shall be, and His promise is an 
unchanging law.” Had the Church ever fallen into error or into 
idolatrous practices, as Protestants charge, our divine Saviour would 
have proved a false prophet! To say this is clearly a blasphemy! 
Moreover, did not our divine Saviour also promise to be with His 
Church until the end of the world, saying: “Behold, J am with you all 
days until the consummation of ages”? (Mat. 28:20). Did He not 
also make this promise to His Church (apostles) on the eve of His 
death, saying: “I will ask the Father, and He will give you another 
Paraclete, that He may abide with you forever, The Spirit of truth 
. . The Paraclete, the Holy Ghost, whom the Father will send in 
My name; He will teach you all things and bring all things to your 
minds, whatsoever I shall have said to you” (John 14:16, 17, 26). 
Had the Church of Christ, the Catholic Church, which is the only 
Church He founded, ever fallen into error and idolatrous practices, or 
taught anything different from the doctrine of Christ, He would not 
have kept all these promises. To assert this is nothing short of blas- 
phemy. Christ made and destined His Church to be “the pillar and 
ground of truth” (1 Tim. 3:15), and surely kept His promise. 


Moreover, let us remember that God does not change, cannot 
change, for He is infinitely perfect; only that changes and can change 
which is imperfect and is liable to grow better, to improve, or to grow 
worse, to deteriorate. God does not change and “the gifts and the 
calling of God are without repentance” (that is, unchangeable) (Rom. 
11:29). Therefore, the Catholic Church, once founded and estab- 
lished by Jesus Christ as His Church, as assisted by Him, as taught 
and directed by the Holy Ghost, the Spirit of truth, is always to remain 
so, and is therefore and shall ever be the true and infallible Church of 
Christ, and her teaching and doctrines shall ever be the teaching and 
doctrines of Jesus Christ, in which there neither is nor can be any 
error. To assert the contrary is to charge God with error! No other 
church can have the least claim to being the Church of Jesus Christ. 
Listen to the words of St. Paul: “But though we, or an angel from 
heaven, preach a gospel to you besides that which we have preached 
to you, let him be anathema. As we said before, so now I say again: 
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If any one preach to you a gospel, besides that which you have re- 
ceived, let him be anathema. . . . For I give you to understand, 
brethren, that the Gospel which was preached by me is not according 
to man. For neither did I receive it of man, nor did I learn it, but 
by the revelation of Jesus Christ” (Gal. 1:8, 9, 11, 12). Here St. Paul 
anathematizes all those who preach a gospel different from that which 
he had preached to them and which Jesus Christ Himself had specially 
revealed to him. And his anathema would extend to himself and 
even to an angel, were he or the angel to preach a gospel differing 
from that which he had preached to them. This is a terrible con- 
demnation of those pretended reformers of the sixteenth and other 
centuries who dared to preach a gospel, that is, doctrines differing from 
that preached by St. Paul and the other apostles on the Real Presence 
and other doctrines which the Catholic Church received from Jesus 
Christ Himself! 


The same apostle, St. Paul, writes thus to the Romans: ‘“Whoso- 
ever shall call upon the name of the Lord (says the prophet Joel 2:32), 
shall be saved. How, then, shal! they call on Him, in whom they have 
not believed? Or how shall they believe Him, of whom they have not 
heard? And how shall they hear without a preacher? And how shall 
they preach, unless they be sent? . . . Faith cometh by hearing, and 
hearing by the word (the Gospel) of Christ” (Rom. 10:14, 15, 17). 
No one may, therefore, undertake to preach the Gospel, to teach the 
doctrines of Christ, unless he is sent by Christ, unless he has his mis- 
sion to do so from Jesus Christ Himself. The Catholic Church alone 
has her mission to do so from Jesus Christ and His apostles, and, there- 
fore, the Catholic Priesthood, the mouthpiece of the Church, is alone 
entrusted with that mission. Whence, then, had the Protestant re- 
formers of the sixteenth century the mission to preach a gospel differ- 
ent from that preached by the Catholic Church, which Christ com- 
missioned to preach to mankind? They could not have it from Christ 
who is ever with His Church as He solemnly promised, and whose 
teaching is as unchangeable as truth itself. If not from Christ, it 
must be from “the gates of hell,” vainly attempting to prevail against 
the Church Christ founded on Peter? 


Therefore, let us firmly believe in the Real Presence and in the 
other mysteries the Catholic Church teaches, and let us thank God for 
the inestimable gift of faith, and especially for His personal, though 
invisible Presence among us in the Blessed Eucharist. There in our 
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churches we can visit Him, pay Him our homages, thank Him, be- 
seech Him to forgive our sins and to assist us in our wants, tempta- 
tions, and trials, with the confidence of being heard. Protestants can- 
not find Jesus Christ in their churches, for they have no Real Pres- 
ence; and they have no Real Presence because they have no Priesthood, 
no one empowered to do what Jesus did at the Last Supper, to change 
bread and wine into His very Body and His very Blood. Some of the 
pious among our Separated Brethren, when they wish to pay their 
homage to Jesus Christ and beseech His assistance, are accustomed to 
come to a Catholic Church to find Jesus and pour out their hearts to 
Him! May He deign to bestow on them the gift of the true faith! 

Finally, we have had, of late years, tangible proofs of the Real 
Presence in the Catholic Church. Lourdes, a small town in France, 
not far from the Pyrenees, is a renowned place of pilgrimage in honor 
of the Blessed Virgin, who in i858 several times appeared to a little 
peasant girl, and gave her her name, saying: “I am the Immaculate 
Conception”; and told her that she wished that people should hence- 
forth come there in crowds to honor her and receive favors. Every 
year people afflicted with various incurable diseases beyond all medical 
or magical skill, or with spiritual and other trials, come from almost 
every country in the world to implore help, health, etc., through the 
intercession of the Blessed Virgin. Every year miraculous cures, 
proved beyond all shadow of doubt, more or less numerous, take place, 
through the intercession of the Blessed Virgin; but the majority of 
them at the general pilgrimages are directly performed by Jesus Christ 
Himself in the Holy Eucharist, thus proving the Real Presence of 
Jesus Christ therein. A few days before the breaking out of the 
terrible war now going on in Europe, that is, on the 25th of July, 1914, 
the International Eucharistic Congress was in session at Lourdes, listen- 
ing to the great Dominican preacher, Rev. Father Janvier. You can find 
an extract of his beautiful address in THE Licuortan of October, 
1914, pages 448 and following. The following lines are taken from 
the beginning of said extract: 


’ 


“For us,” says Father Janvier, “the miracles, which take place at 
Lourdes, have an important bearing. They confirm and facilitate our 
faith in the Real Presence of Jesus Christ in the Eucharist. . ... The 
miracles which have taken place before the tabernacle, after a holy 
Communion, during the passing by and at the Benediction of the 
Blessed Sacrament, confirm our faith in the Real Presence of Jesus 
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in the Eucharist. This faith, in fact, is for the sick, the inspiration of 
their supplications. They believe that Jesus Christ is truly, really, and 
substantially present in the Host; that Hie is hidden therein with His 
Body and with His Blood, with His Mind and His Heart, with His 
Humanity and with His Divinity. This is the reason why they go to 
Him as if they touched Him with their hands; as if they heard Him 
with their ears; as if they actually beheld Him in His physical body. 
From Him they expect consolation, their cure, health, and life, and 
their expectation is based on the words pronounced by the Prophet of 
Nazareth over the first consecrated bread and wine: ‘This is My 
body! This is My blood’; in a word, it is based on His positive Pres- 
ence in the ciborium, in the chalice, in the monstrance. And God, by 
choosing for His intervention, for performing a miracle, the very 
moment when the suppliant faithful is kneeling before the altar, the 
very moment when he receives holy Communion, the very moment 
when the Blessed Sacrament passes near him and blesses him, God 
Himself, I say, by these very facts, adheres by a sensible sign, to the 
words of Jesus (instituting the Eucharist) ; He adheres indirectly, it 
is true, but, at the same time, He implicitly and truly approves them 
and holds Himself responsible for the teaching of the Church pro- 
claiming the Real Presence of Jesus Christ, true God and true man, 
in our tabernacles. Is God mistaken in this? No, my brethren, for 
He possesses in a transcending degree the science of facts, of things 
and their essences. No, my brethren, for He is infallible, not only in 
His thoughts, but He is infallible also when He speaks; He could not 
betray the truth without ceasing to be God. Therefore the miracles 
of Lourdes bring fresh security to our faith. By their means God 
guarantees that our faith in the Mystery of the Altar has a solid basis, 
that the Saviour really dwells in the Sacred Host, and that we can 
safely offer to the Host the adorations, the prayers which the Israelites 
addressed to Jesus, the Son of the heavenly Father, the Son of David.” 
FERREOL GiRARDEY, C. Ss. R. 


The best Christmas gift that you can give to your friends is a year’s 
subscription to the Liguorian. It is a gift that will do them untold 
good and recall your kindness for twelve long months. 


No one has any right to expect a Merry Christmas who refuses 
to receive Holy Communion on that day. 
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OUR MOTHER IMMACULATE 


A GLANCE AT GENESIS, III, 14-15 





Oftentimes, perhaps, we have caught ourselves looking at a picture 
of Our Lady; and almost involuntarily the greeting of the angel quiv- 
ered on our lips: “Hail, full of grace!’ We saw her bend over the 
crib in the cave of Bethlehem, saw her at her daily work in the humble 


home of Nazareth, saw her beneath His cross, saw her assumed into 
heaven. 


But to us Catholics of America no picture should be dearer than that which 
represents our Mother Immaculate; that figure so winning, in which the sim- 
plicity of the maiden is blended with the majesty of the Queen; that figure, 
draped in garments white and bright, to symbolize a holiness that far surpasses 
the highest seraph; crowned with a garland of stars, treading the globe of earth 
beneath her feet, crushing the head of the serpent; and all the while her hands 
are clasped in prayer, or opened wide to send a stream of grace to earth. Mary 
Immaculate is chosen to be in an especial manner the Patroness of the Church 
in America. Then let us glance at one little passage in Holy Writ, where this 
mystery is unfolded to us. Adam and Eve by their sin had forfeited Paradise; 
but God in His infinite mercy had designed a far more wonderful Paradise for 
us in the hearts of Jesus and his Virgin Mother. It may seem strange to notice 
that this beautiful promise was linked with the curse of the Serpent; but that 
only helps us to grasp it better. “And the Lord said to the serpent: Because 
thow hast done this thing, thou art curst among all the cattle, and beasts of the 
earth; upon thy breast shalt thou go, and earth shalt thou eat all the days of 
thy life. I will put enmities between thee and the woman, and thy seed and her 
seed; she shall crush thy head, and thou shalt lie in wait for his heel.” 


What was done? The book of Genesis is clear and full in its story. 
God had placed Adam and Eve in Paradise; all those joys so pure 
and sweet, for which the weary heart of man has been yearning in 
every age and land were now at their disposal; only the fruit of one 
single tree was excepted, that this slight sacrifice might prove their 
gratitude, love, and obedience to their God and Father. 


But Satan came to tempt them. He came in the shape of a serpent and 
instilled into their minds the proud longing to be like to God; estranged their 
hearts from God by eliciting a desire contrary to his law and. persuaded them 
to rebel and sin. He envied them their happiness, and sought to make them 
share his curse; and almost succeeded. Instead of a Garden of delights there 
came an earth sown with thorns and thistles, and watered by tears. Instead of 
loving joys and health and life, came sorrows and labor and sickness and death. 
But even the heaviest cross is born lightly when the conscience is at rest and 
the soul secure; and this solace, too, was lost, and supplanted by that sting of 
the flesh that made a St. Paul groan and pray. Any little catechism will explain 
the nature and effects of original sin. We will simply add the words of St. 
Paul: “Wherefore as by one man sin entered into the world, and by sin death; 


and so death passed upon all men, in whom (or, because) all have sinned” 
(Rom. V, 12). 


Who was that Serpent? That was the devil and the devil alone. 
Many clues point that way. 


1. The very act described. “Because thou hast done this.” To know God 
and His law and His menaces; to argue so shrewdly; to lay a plot so cunningly 
demands intelligence. No animal, no common snake could do that. But, accord- 
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ing to Holy Writ, there were no intelligent beings save our first parents and the 
angels. Now, no good angel would seduce to sin. Therefore it was the devil, 
and he alone. 2. God’s rebuke is definite. He charges the seducer with the 
guilt of sin; with doing something for which he was responsible. But animals 
and snakes are not guilty of sin, nor are they really responsible. Of course 
there are passages in Holy Writ where even senseless things are made to share 
the penalty of man’s sins. But only the penalty; the guilt they cannot share. 
Guilt of sin and responsibility can be found only where there is a mind to know 
and a will to choose. Here it is the devil alone that can be the guilty party. 
3. The penalty imposed in v. 15 bears this out: “And I will put enmities between 
thee and the woman.” What sort of enmity is meant? Well, look to the corre- 
sponding Hebrew word, of which you have the translation before you. Look it 
up in the dictionary of Gesenius ; he explains it as “enmity, hostile mind.” Look 
up the places in which it is used in Holy Writ. In the book of Numbers it 
stands for hatred of man for man (XXXV, 20-21). In the prophet Ezekiel it 
portrays the deep-seated, bitter hate of Philistine for Israel (XXV, 15). There- 
fore it can only mean enmity between intelligent beings; and the serpent so 
punished can only be the devil. Bu. you will say: in v. 14 it must mean a real 
snake because God says: “Upon thy breast shalt thou go, and earth shalt thou 
eat all the days of thy life.’ No, that is not very convincing at all. You 
remember how Our Lord spoke to St. Peter: “Thou art the rock; and on this 
rock will I build My church.” He did not mean that St. Peter was a mountain 
of granite or marble. No, He spoke in figurative or metaphoric language. So 
v. 14 is metaphoric. It means that although the devil seemed, victorious just 
now, seemed almost to have ruined God’s work, yet he must soon be humbled 
into the very dust, and be glad to sneak away and hide himself in shame. How 
this humiliation is to come about will be seen later. St. Paul just hinted at this 
when he wrote to the Romans: “The God of peace crush Satan under your feet 
speedily. The grace of our Lord Jesus Christ be with you” (XVI, 20). 
4. Gather together the other passages of Sacred Scriptures that allude to this 
event, and all agree in ascribing the mischief to the devil. If you would know 
what that serpent really was, peep into the Apocalypse: “The old serpent who 
is called the Devil and Satan, who seduceth the whole world” (XII, 9). We 
have seen that the serpent caused the sin which brought along with it the sen- 
tence of death; now the book of Wisdom can tell us what kind of a serpent 
brought death: “By the envy of the devil death came into the world” (II, 24). 

We could adduce other passages but let this suffice: that serpent was the devil, 

and he alone. 


But the serpent’s seed? Now we need not think of grass-seed, or 
flower-seed here. We must take the word in that meaning which 
Holy Writ usually gives to it. 


And here the word “seed” often stands for a certain group of men; it means 
almost the same as children. Thus the “seed of Abraham” is equivalent to 
children of Abraham. But a person may be the child of another by physical or 
moral birth. By physical birth the child shares the same human nature as the 
parents ; loves them, and must obey them. So by moral or mystic birth; for 
instance: when born of water and the Holy Ghost, we share in divine nature by 
grace; we must love God and obey Him. So, too, when we commit a mortal 
sin, we lose this grace and incur God’s anger; we come to resemble the devil 
whose whisper perhaps has so changed us; we love his ways more than God’s 
and obey him; all this is so serious that Holy Writ does not hesitate to call 
sinners: children of the devil (See John III, 10. Gospel of St. John VIII, 44). 
Now this much is clear: the seed of the serpent means men who have become 
children of the devil by sin. But there are two kinds of sin, as the catechism 
teaches us: actual sins, which we ourselves deliberately commit; and the stain 
of original sin, which we all contract as soon as body and soul are joined. To 
which of these two kinds does this present passage apply? We answer: only 
to original sin. Therefore the seed here designated are all who incur original 
sin. That God’s words, just now, refer only to original sin, is suggested by a 
few reflections. 1. Why is the serpent cursed? “Because thou hast done this.” 
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There is no mention or hint of actual sins committed by each individual person. 
But positively God points out the real offense: “this”. He points to the events 
just preceding: eating the forbidden fruit with all its consequences of death for 
mankind. The demonstrative pronoun is so definite here that it indicates and 
limits the sin for which God rebukes the serpent; and so also the sin by which 
the seed is measured. 2. Who is being cursed? The devil, of course. But 
notice that these words are addressed to the devil as the serpent, in shape and 
form of the serpent. Now when the devil tempts us during our lifetime he does - 
not assume the shape and form of a snake. Hence these words must be limited 
to the event in paradise, where Satan introduced original sin into the world. 
3. What is done to the devil? Why, he is being punished. But punishment 
implies that the crime has already been accomplished; that it has preceded. 
Then it can refer only to original sin and not to the future sins that men will 
yet commit at his instigation. So we may conclude that the seed of the serpent 
are all those who are infected with original sin. 


Then, who is the seed of the woman? Perhaps we should now 
inquire as to the woman. But this little change will simplify our work 
a great deal. Just one remark yet. Non-Catholics sometimes say that 
our dogma of the Immaculate Conception is based on a wrong reading 
of the Bible. Above we wrote the passage: “She shall crush thy 
head.” Now our Catholic dogma is not at all based on the pronoun: 
“she”. Our faith is just as well established if we read: “He shall 
crush thy head”. And for argument’s sake we will adopt the latter 
now. 


And so we are asking: who is this person? Oun answer is: It is Jesus 
Christ, and He alone. First of all we know that from the very nature of this 
enmity. a) It is to be a punishment for Satan. We know well enough that 
there is some sort of opposition between man and Satan; at least between men 
in the state of grace and the devil. But this sort of enmity does not square 
with our text; we do not oppose the devil to punish him; we struggle against 
him only to defend and save ourselves. But the enmity spoken of in our text 
is one that is meant to be a direct and pcsitive punishment and a consequence or 
execution of God’s curse. It is only Jesus Christ our Savior and God who can 
carry out such hostility and punish Satan. b) And, besides, our enmity is not 
even leveled at exactly the same opponent. Our struggles are aimed at the 
frailties of our nature, the allurements around us, against all the spirits of 
wickedness in high places or low. But the enmity in our text is set directly 
against the one wicked spirit who introduced original sin; it is directed against 
Satan in the shape of the serpent. c) Our enmity does not enjoy the efficacy 
and force described in the text. There Satan’s head shall be crushed; that is, his 
power will be completely broken. Is our opposition such? Our best efforts do 
not crush Satan’s power at all; he will return to the charge, perhaps; at all 
events, he remains the Prince of this world. We can only hinder him from 
winning a new victory; from storming a new citadel, the citadel of our own 
hearts. Ah, no, another and a mightier One is needed to cope effectually with 
Satan; and above all, to crush his empire into the dust. Only Jesus Christ has 
done that. Secondly, Holy Writ has furnished us with some pretty clear in- 
struction on this point: showing that Our Lord alone is the one who freed man 
and beat down Satan. On reading St. Paul’s epistle to the Romans, especially 
the fifth chapter, you would imagine that it was written precisely to answer our 
question. He shows that it is Our Lord alone who repaired the harm done by 
original sin, and so undid the work of Satan: “For as by the disobedience of 
one man, many were made sinners; so also by the obedience of one, many shall 
be made just ”(v. 19). All through this passage, it is always Our Lord alone. 
St. John is equally distinct: “For this purpose the Son of God appeared, that He 
might destroy the works of the devil” (I. Jno. III, 8). And how was that 
victory achieved? “Therefore because the children are partakers of flesh and 
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blood; He also Himself in like manner hath been partaker of the same; that 
through death, He might destroy him who had the empire of death, that is to 
say, the devil” (Hebrews, II, 14). The head is the emblem of power and life; 
that crushed, all is over; and so Satan shall be overcome entirely. But the heel 
is symbol of that which is poorest and lowliest; and so Our Lord shall conquer 
Satan; but conquer him by His own death, on Mount Calvary. Here we see, 
too, that this victory is confined to Our Lord alone; because it is to be won on 
Mount Calvary; but here we have only the Redeemer and the souls redeemed 
by Him; here we see how weak and frail we are, while God is so good and 
merciful to us. We are permitted to share the fruits of His victory; but the 
victory itself was His work, and not ours, 


Lastly, who is the woman? Some think it is Eve, because she was 
spoken of as “the woman” in the earlier part of the story. 


But that carries little weight, because when ‘the speakers are changed you 
may expect a new subject to be introduced: and now it is not Moses the his- 
torian, but God, who is speaking. His words, just now, refer not to the past, 
but to the future. No, not Eve, because she is yet to be burdened with a heavy 
curse; whereas this woman is the bearer of a blessing. All the allusions made 
to Eve throughout Sacred Scripture present her as the friend and dupe of 
Satan; not as his conqueror (Eccli. XV, 33; II Cor. XI, 3; II Tim. II, 4). 
But this woman is opposed to Satan, on the side of victory. We have seen that 
her seed is Jesus Christ, that is, Our Lord is her child. Now no one can figure 
as His mother, save the Blessed Virgin, and she alone. Other reasons will 
appear in the next paragraph. 


And now her Immaculate Conception. This becomes a mere appli- 
cation of the points just explained. 


1. That Our Lady is conceived without the taint of original sin is clear, 
first of all by exclusion. We have seen the four parties concerned in the curse 
of the serpent: the serpent and his seed, and the woman and her seed. The 
serpent is Satan and his seed is constituted by the stain of original sin. Now 
the woman is excluded, from his seed; therefore also from the stain that estab- 
lishes it. Were only Christ excluded then why should Scripture say: the woman 
and her seed. No, the mother is now excluded with the son and just as clearly. 

2. Next, it becomes still more evident by considering the relation of the 
serpent to her. Examine the two parties pitted against each other. On the one 
hand is Satan and his seed defiled, the seed that has submitted to his power. 
On the other are the woman and her child. And what is the relation of Satan 
to them? Why, his head is bruised, his power broken; he is helplessly defeated. 
Then surely he can claim no power over that woman who is ranged on the side 
of victory. At her feet lies the monster of hell, trodden into the dust. No, she 
was not his slave, not his seed; nor ever tainted with original sin. 


. If we stop to notice the unity and identity of that enmity which God 
placed in the hearts of Mother and Child, we are yet more cunvinced that Mary 
could never have been branded with that stigma of infamy which makes us, “by 
nature, children of wrath” (Eph. II, 3). In Hebrew the word for “enmity” is 
used in the singular number to divide the woman from the serpent. It is not 
repeated in case of her seed, to divide it from the serpent’s seed; but it is 
understood as the motive that induces Him to crush the serpent’s head. Hence 
one and the same barrier divides Mother and Child from Satan and his seed; 
and this same hate which opposes them to Satan links their hearts together. 
Yes, it is only the Child that crushes the serpent’s head; and so we say that the 
Blessed Virgin, too, was redeemed; but not as we. We are redeemed from the 
actual stain already incurred; she, from the decree or law that imposes it on 
mankind. Our Lord’s enmity for sin will not tolerate the slightest blemish; but 
Our Lady’s hatred is here coupled with His; and especially referred to original 
sin, which must then be excluded. 


4. It will help us also if we look to the cause of this enmity in Mary’s 
heart. It is God. “I will put enmity.” Therefore God promises an enemy for 
Satan. Then that person must be an enemy when she comes; she must be fully 
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constituted and equipped as an enemy. If a king promise his ally an army 
against his foe, the help he sends must be trained and equipped as an army 
when it comes. Else he may send a rabble unfit for battle; only a flock of sheep 
for the slaughter; and perhaps even an encumbrance rather than a help. If you 
promise a friend the help of a physician, that person must be a physician when 
he comes. It were foolish to send a boy who must first fit himself by study 
and practice. So when God promises an enemy to Satan that person must be 
constituted as an enemy when she comes. But a person comes into the world 
when body and soul are united. Therefore the Blessed Virgin must have come 
as an enemy, must have been free from original sin the very moment body and 
soul were joined; that is, she was conceived without the stain of original sin. 
This consideration grows all the more stringent when we notice that God is 
here acting as the avenger of his Majesty, outraged by Satan. God’s justice 
must add infinite momentum to the blow aimed at his proud adversary; and the 
fulfilment of His threat becomes all the more certain. 

5. If we pick out all the traits and attributes of the enmity which God 
plants in the heart of this woman we will see that, while such enmity can be 
found only in Mary’s heart, it also effectually excludes all contact with original 
sin. a) The very word enmity is decisive. The mere absence or dissolution of 
the bonds of friendship does not yet make persons enemies. For enmity there 
is needed the positive will to inflict harm. Now, our aversion is mainly limited 
to flight and resistance. We do not struggle with Satan to harm him; but to 
resist him when he tries to harm us. Just look up these passages of Holy Writ: 
James, IV, 7; I Peter, V, 9; Eph. VI, 13,—and you will see that our opposition 
to Satan is always designated as resistance. But in case of Our Lady we meet 
the word: enmity; clear and strong. So she stands alone in this. Besides, she 
thus stands opposed to Satan as the author of original sin. Therefore no 
original sin in her. Even if the word meant only resistance, that would be 
enough. To resist the tempter, means: not to incur sin. And so, to resist the 
author of Original Sin, means not to incur it. b) The enmity which Mary 
bears Satan is destructive. God’s words leave no room for doubt. The parties 
are opposed in actual battle. Satan seeks to destroy the human race by the 
death of sin and hell. He even lies in wait for the seed of the woman. Then 
the enmity of his opponents must be the same. Since Mary’s enmity is directed 
against the author of original sin, it must be dstructive in this point above all. 
c) The enmity that Mary bears Satan is final. The opposing parties clash. And 
as result Satan is humbled and his empire is shattered. Mary does not shake 
off the yoke of her enemy; she crushes the arm that would drag her down. 
d) Mary’s enmity is penal for Satan. Now punishment is meant to contradict 
the will and pleasure of the one punished. Here the author of original sin is 
to be punished; his will and pleasure surely would be to involve her in the 
stigma of that sin. But no; he is to be punished by the woman’s enmity ‘just 
in this very point so dear to his wicked heart. e) Mary’s enmity is newly 
imposed ; it is something in addition to what already exists. Horror for Satan, 
resistance to his wiles and temptations lie in the very nature of things; would 
exist without this new and positive decree of God. Adam and Eve were bound 
to resist and hate the devil even before this. This new hatred, therefore, cannot 
be explained of actual sins; because resistance on this score is an old obligation ; 
would exist independently of any positive enactment of God. Therefore it must 
mean an enmity positive, destructive, final, penal, and new, on the score of 
original sin. It means that God’s infallible word is pledged to the fact that 
Mary shall never be tainted with original sin. 


Joun ZEtter, C. Ss. R. 


A Christmas present to a friend may be remembered for a life- 
time. A contribution to the Redemptorist Burses or Scholarships will 
be remembered till the end of the world, for it will help deserving 
young men on their way to the Holy Priesthood for all time to come. 








THe LicuoriaAn. 


FATHER TIM CASEY 





It was a thoroughly tired priest that sat toasting his slippered feet 
at the logwood fire that Christmas night. He has spent Christmas day 
and the day and night before it, and many days and the greater part 
of many nights before that, in hard, trying work, that his people might 
be assured of true Christmas joys. His work, it seemed, had not been 
in vain. The Church and altar had been a triumph of the decorator’s 
art; the choir had never sung so sweetly; the Communion railing had 
been thronged ; the Confessions numerous, with more than one callous 
old sinner sneaking back to the fold; the sermon, he honestly believed, 
had been worth listening to; and the servers had been faultless—even 
the roughest lad from Hooligan’s flats had, for once in his young 
eventful life, looked and acted like an angel. 


They had come—his dear people—to receive in full measure and 
overflowing the spiritual treasures of which he was the dispenser, and 
now they had returned to their homes to enjoy the more material good 
things of Christmas, and had left him alone. Was he lonely? Well, 
he was human, and the human heart naturally craves for the joys of 
home on an occasion like this—the joys of home, which the priest must 
sacrifice that he may be the father of his flock. Yes, he was lonely,— 
lonely, but happy and peaceful and at his ease, anticipating a long 
pleasant evening with his books. 

Br-r-r-r!!! 

“Hello—Yes, this is Father Casey—A sick call? Veronica Grey? 
No, he didn’t know them—Newcomers in the parish—She is just five 
years old?—Yes, he’ll go at once.” 

He hung up the receiver with a sigh of impatience and immediately 
thereafter scolded himself for his want of self-sacrifice. 

“What is your little discomfort, Father Casey,” he said to himself, 
“compared with the sorrow of the home darkened by the shadow of 
death this blessed Christmas night?” 

“Fourteen hundred and thirty Market Street, over the harness shop. 
Here it is.” 

He kicked the soft snow from his shoes and climbed the rickety 
stair. The door opened quickly. 


“Praised be Jesus Christ!” said a subdued voice, and he saw a 


woman kneeling reverently before him; he saw, too, a box on which 
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was a clean white cloth, two lighted candles, and a crucifix, and in 
the corner of the bare room a child lying in a little bed. 

“Don’t kneel, my good woman; I did not bring the Blessed Sacra- 
ment. I thought—you said—it was a child only five years old.” 

The woman rose. He believed he saw a look of disappointment on 
her face. 


“Ts she very sick?” he whispered. 

“Yes, Father,” replied the woman aloud. [Evidently she had no 
fear of frightening the little sufferer.] “The doctor was here a few 
minutes ago. He said she could not last through the night. Veronica, 
here is the priest.” 

The child tried to speak. A violent fit of coughing seized her and 
shook her baby form so cruelly and so long that the priest had to turn 
away his eyes in pity. When the spell was over he knelt down beside 
her, and then he saw that the tears were streaming down here wasted 
cheeks. 

“My poor little Veronica, it hurts, doesn’t it?” he asked kindly. 

“Oh, Father, I—don’t—mind—that,”’ she murmured with an effort, 
but her speech was remarkably correct for one so young. “It hurt 
Jesus more when the bad men hammered the nails in His hands and 
feet.” He noticed that her fingers clutched convulsively a worn brass 
crucifix, “but, Father, I thought—I thought—” Once more she burst 
into tears, and once more the racking cough seized her. 

“What is it? Tell me, Veronica,” pleaded Father Casey, struck 
with the sense of his own helplessness before the anguish of this 
patient little sufferer. 

“Fa—ther, mamma said that—that you would bring me Jesus. 
But—but you didn’t. It’s—His—birthday.” 

Father Casey, surprised to see such faith in the Blessed Sacrament 
in one so young, was about to tell her that he would bring her Com- 
munion at once, but he decided to examine her a little more to make 
sure that she understood. 

“Veronica,” he asked, “when you were in church, did you ever see 
the priest come down with a gold cup—a chalice—in his hand and give 
something round and white to.the persons kneeling at the altar railing 
and holding the white cloth under their chin?” 

“Yes, Father,’”’ she murmured. 

“What was it that the priest gave them? Was it a little piece of 
bread ?” 
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Her eyes opened wide with wonder that he should ask such a 
question. 

“No, Father; it was Jesus.” 

“Why did Jesus come to them?” 

“To make them good,” she answered simply. “Mamma couldn’t 
go to get Jesus today because I was so sick. And it’s His birthday.” 

“Do you want me to bring you Jesus now, so that He will come 
into your heart and make you good?” 

“Oh, yes, Father, please. Mamma said that I would not be let go 
to Communion till I was seven,—unless I got very, very sick; then the 
priest might bring me Jesus. And—and I told Jesus that I would like 
to be very, very sick today so that He would come to me on His birth- 
day.” 

Father Casey saw how little need there was of further examination. 
What a blessing of God it would be, he thought, if all grown people 
understood and believed the great truth of the presence of Jesus in 
the Blessed Sacrament as well as this child of five -years. 

Mrs. Grey wrapped a tattered shawl about her shivering shoulders 
and went to the foot of the stairs while Veronica confessed her little 
faults with expressions of sorrow that humbled and edified the good 
priest. The Confession finished, he called Mrs. Grey back to the bed- 
side of her dying child and hurried to the church to bring the Blessed 
Sacrament. Returning a half hour later, through the deepening snow, 
tenderly pressing to his breast his Sacred Burden, Father Casey was 
more than once rudely disturbed in his communings with his Sacra- 
mental Lord. He had the greatest difficulty in freeing himself from 
the importunities of a vagrant asking for a dime “to pay for a night’s 
lodging”; he was well nigh elbowed off the pavement by a plutocrat 
in furs making his uncertain way from his limousine to the club en- 
trance. A social gulf separated these two men, the tramp and the 
millionaire, and yet they were exactly alike in their beastly craving for 
drink; they were exactly alike in that they celebrated Christmas by 
outraging Jesus Christ who was born into the world on that day for 
love of us. A few surreptitious snowballs were aimed at him from 
a group of street boys; and the coarse, mirthless laughter of the young 
girls from a party of passing joy-riders grated on his ears. 

“Dearest Jesus,’ he murmured, pressing closer to his heart the 
Sacred Host, “how much this is like the first Christmas when You 


came unto Your own and Your own received You not! Nineteen 
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hundred years have gone by—nineteen hundred years crowded with 
proofs of Your love for men—and You are passing through their 
streets tonight neglected and ignored as You were in the stable of 
Bethlehem on that first Christmas night. Here at least, in this cold 
and poverty-stricken attic, You will find loving hearts ready to welcome 
you.” 

He knocked the soft snow from his feet and ascended the rickety 
stairs for the second time that night. Strange to say, this time his 
pity went out, not to the half-starved mother and her dying child, but 
to those whom he had passed on the way. He pitied them because they 
were madly seeking happiness away from God, the only source and 
giver of happiness, and therefore they were doomed to find, not happi- 
ness, but disappointment and bitter remorse. 

As he walked across the room to the box with the crucifix and 
lighted candles, he repeated the ritual prayer prescribed on entering a 
house to administer the Blessed Sacrament : 

“Pax huic domui et omnibus habitantibus in ea. Peace to this 
house and to all that dwell therein.” 

How singularly fitting were the words for this Christmas sick callt 
How like an echo of the hymn the angels sang when Jesus first entered 
this valley of tears: ‘In terra pax hominibus bonae voluntatis. Peace 
on earth to men of good will.” 

The hearts of this mother and her dying child were hearts of good 
will, and oh! how the new-born Saviour was filling them to over- 
flowing with His heavenly peace! 

Father Casey placed the Blessed Sacrament on the box and knelt 
in adoration. It was his wont to repeat the acts of faith, love, and 
adoration aloud in order to help the sick person and the bystanders to 
realize that Jesus Christ, the great God of heaven and earth, had 
entered their house and was there before them, Body and Blood, Soul 
and Divinity, under the lowly appearance of bread. 

“My Jesus,” he began, “I firmly believe that Thou art here. I 
love Thee, Jesus,” he paused a moment—immediately behind him the 
words were repeated slowly and clearly: 

“My Jesus, I firmly believe that Thou art here. I love Thee, Jesus.” 

The child had evidently gotten out of bed to receive Holy Com- 
munion. He turned to order her back and to reprove her for such an 
imprudent action. He saw her—that child of five—in her little white 


gown, kneeling in the center of the room. Her eyes, fixed on the 
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Sacred Host, were sparkling like two diamonds; her cheeks were 
flaming red from fever and still more from the fervor of divine love. 
Her lips were parted, her hands outstretched in an unconscious gesture 
of eager longing. The priest turned again toward the Blessed Sacra- 
ment and bowed his head in silence. He felt that it would be almost 
a sacrilege to try, by means of poor human words, to suggest acts of 
faith and love to this innocent soul to whom God Himself was 
speaking. 

When the Confiteor was finished he rose: 

“Misereatur tui . . . May the Almighty God have mercy on you, 
forgive you your sins, and bring you to life everlasting. Indulgentiam, 
absolutionem . . . May the Almighty and merciful Lord grant you 
pardon, absolution, and remission of all your sins.” 

Then he turned towards her, holding in his hand the Consecrated 
Host wherein, by an incomprehensible mystery of love, the Son of God 
hides Himself in order to come to us, to be our food in life, and at the 
hour of our death, our Viaticum—our provision for the journey from 
time to eternity. 

“Ecce Agnus Dei,” he said. “Behold the Lamb of God, behold Him 
who taketh away tke sins of the world. Domine non sum dignus.” 

She bowed her head and struck her breast: 

“Lord, I am not worthy that Thou shouldst enter under my roof, 
but say only the word and my soul shall be healed.” 

The priest took a step forward. She raised her face, radiant as 
that of an angel. 

“Accipe, soror,” he said. “Receive, my sister, the Viaticum of our 
Lord Jesus Christ, which will protect you from the wicked enemy and 
lead you unto life everlasting.” And the dying girl received her first 
Holy Communion; she received her God into her heart for the first 
time on His Own birthday; she received the only Christmas gift for 
which she longed, the gift which contains all gifts. 


A tremor passed over her body. She would have sunk to the floor 
had not her mother caught her and lifted her gently and reverently into 
bed. She lay there motionless with closed eyes and folded hands. She 
seemed hardly to breathe. Her mother and the priest knelt beside her 
bed and silently prayed—prayed to the Virgin’s Son who had found a 
fitting place of repose in the lily-pure heart of this child. Slowly the 
hectic flush faded from her cheeks and gave place to an almost trans- 
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parent whiteness; she opened her eyes,—they were growing glassy,— 
sought for her mother’s face and murmured: 

“Mamma,—you—won’t—be very lonesome—will you? He wants 
—me—to—go. It’s—His—birthday.” 

The priest and woman exchanged glances. Both understood. There 
was no time to lose. He hurriedly administered Extreme Unction and 
gave the Last Blessing. 

“Veronica,” he said slowly, hoping that she could still hear and 
understand. “Veronica, I am going to give you the Papal Indulgence, 
the blessing for the hour of death. You want this blessing, don’t you, 
so that all your sins will be taken away entirely, and you won't even 
have to go to Purgatory? To get this blessing you must call on the 
name of Jesus. Say these words after me, Veronica: My Jesus, 
mercy.” He paused. After a moment her lips moved feebly. 

“My Jesus, mercy,” they heard her say. “My Jesus, m—” 

A gasp, a slight shudder, and then—Peace! She had accepted the 
invitation of Jesus to go with Him. It was His birthday. 

The widowed mother, thus deprived of her only child and com- 
panion on Christmas night, found relief for her bursting heart in 
speaking of the little one and of the few years they had spent together 
in poverty and privation, but in the greatest earthly happiness. 

Her husband had been killed before the baby was born. Under the 
crushing weight of this heavy cross her holy faith had been her only 
support and consolation. In her love for her child, she had tried to 
fill it with that same strong living faith that had meant so much to her 
in her hour of need. Long before the child had neared the use of 
reason, she spoke to it of God, of the Blessed Virgin, of the angels and 
saints. As often as Christmas and Epiphany and Good Friday and 
Easter and Ascension Day and Assumption Day and all the other 
feasts came round she repeated the beautiful events they commemorate. 
Many a summer night she sat outside with her child on her knees, 
pointing up to the heavens and telling it of the beautiful home that 
was awaiting them beyond the stars. She always carried the child to 
church, and when the Sacred Host was exposed during Benediction or 
lifted up at the Consecration, she never failed to tell the little one, in 
the wonderfully significant language suggested by mother love, that 
that was God and why He was there. Whenever she received Holy 
Communion, she spoke of it to the little one for days before, and as 
soon as she returned from ile altar rail, she pressed baby Veronica to 
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her breast and said: “God is here. Jesus is here. The priest gave me 
Jesus when I went up to the altar rail, and now I am so happy! Some 
day Jesus will come to you, too, Veronica. That will be your First 
Communion. Jesus is wishing and wishing that the day of your First 
Communion would come because He loves you and wants to come into 
your heart. Oh, Veronica, my child, always keep your heart good and 
pure so that Jesus will always be glad to come into it. Learn your 
prayers and your catechism well so that the priest will let you make 
your First Communion very soon.” 


' For more than an hour Father Casey listened to the mother telling 
little homely incidents from the intimate life of herself and her dead 
child. As he trudged back to the rectory, after sending the St. Vincent 
de Paul men to attend to the wake and the funeral, he looked at the 
brightly lighted windows that lined the street and soliloquized: 

“TI wonder how often the mothers in those grand houses have ever 
said a word to their little ones about God or the truths of our holy 
faith! They may talk to them of toys and games, foster their vanity 
in dress, their sensuality in eating and drinking, their irascibility in 
quarrelling, but, though the little ones have already made great strides 
in the knowledge and practice of sin, these carnal-minded parents will 
say: They’re too young yet; it would be useless to try to teach them 
anything about religion. I thought at first that, for a child of five to 
know and love the truths of holy faith as well as little Veronica Grey, 
it would require nothing short of a miracle. Now I see that it requires 
only a Christian mother’s love.” 

C. D. McEnniry, C. Ss. R. 


THE EUCHARISTIC HEART OF JESUS 
THE EUCHARISTIC HEART OF JESUS IS AN ABYSS OF LOVE 





When God created man, He fashioned the heart of man after the 
model of His own heart, that is to say, with the necessity of finding 
rest only in the enjoyment of an infinite object, which is no other than 
Himself, the Creator. On the day of creation the heart of man was 
united to his God by the ties of the most intimate friendship, but sin 
came and tore asunder these ties. The heart of man lost the happi- 
ness of enjoying God, but the necessity of this enjoyment remained. 
Hence the insatiable desire in the heart of every man for affection, 
a desire which torments the heart from the cradle to the grave and 
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which no creature, no matter how perfect it may be, can ever succeed 
in satisfying. It was this thought that made St. Augustine cry out: 
“O my God, you have made our hearts for yourself, and these hearts 
are restless as long as they rest not in you.” Our hearts, therefore, are 
abysses of affection which can be filled up only by Him who created 
them. Does this mean that human affections are of no account, and 
that we must renounce them all for the sake of God? Not at all, but 
the love of God must reign supreme. The love of God must animate, 
rule, bless, and consecrate all other affections. These the love of God 
purifies, but does not exclude or suppress. 

Should you, however, withdraw from the love of God, you must 
necessarily go elsewhere to calm the agitations of your heart. But 
away from God, where will you go, where will you turn to satisfy the 
restless cravings of your heart? Your heart will never find rest else- 
where. You will fly from creature to creature in the hope of finding 
in the creature you are pursuing the happiness you did not find in the 
one you have abandoned. 

Behold, this explains the fact of the inconstancy of the heart of 
man. But is it difficult to understand why our hearts can repose in 
God alone? Let us analyze the causes of the inconstancy of our affec- 
tions and we will see that these causes disappear in the presence of 
the Eucharistic Heart of Jesus. 

The first cause of the inconstancy of human affections is the over- 
eagerness of the human heart. In the choice of friends the heart 
proceeds quicker than reason. It is fascinated by certain qualities and 
does not see the faults in the person beloved. But soon experience 
discovers the weak sides which were not perceived at first. Then 
attraction disappears and aversion begins. In the case of the Heart of 
Jesus in the Blessed Sacrament is there any such over-eagerness to be 
feared? No, not in the least, for the Eucharistic Heart of Jesus is 
the Heart of a God, a Heart infinite in perfections. To advance in 
the knowledge of this adorable Heart is to discover at every step new 
beauties and to be carried away by an irresistible attraction of love 
which will have no end. The Heart of Jesus is an ocean infinite in 
loveliness; the better you know it, the more you love it. 

The second cause of the inconstancy of human affections is the 
ignorant sensitiveness on the part of those who are the object of love. 
In truth, how many affections have been ruined by reasons that have 
not a shadow of truth in their favor! Now, it is self-love which 
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attributes to certain proceedings, to certain words, to certain neglects, 
intentions which do not exist, but which, nevertheless, mislead the 
imagination with such persistence as to end by chilling the affections 
of the heart. . . . Again, a cutting remark, a guarded reserve in con- 
versation of some envenomed tongue, are as mortal darts which fix 
themselves in the hearts of those who listen. . . . Oh! how many 
affections has not the imagination, self-love, ill-will, calumny ruined! 
They are as numerous as the leaves that fall by the wayside in autumn. 
Is a like ruin to be feared in the union of our heart with the Heart 
of Jesus in the Blessed Sacrament? 


No, not in the least, because the Heart of Jesus is the Heart of God. 
All is open before the infinite penetration of His look. Jesus always 
sees the depths of my heart. As long as my heart is upright, as long 
as it is sincere, I have nothing to fear from His. Appearances may be 
against me, envy may pursue me, lying and calumny may tear my repu- 
tation into shreds; I shall never lose the love of the Heart of my God. 
This Heart, whatever may be the judgments of men, I shall possess by 
the uprightness of my intentions. 

There is a last cause for the inconstancy of human affections, a 
cause inherent in the nature of things; that, namely, pointed out by 
the sad proverb: “Out of sight, out of mind.” Yes, only too often 
absence makes you forget your friends. And in the meanwhile the 
necessities of life, the dispositions of Providence, the austere voice of 
duty very often separate loving hearts. They cease to enjoy one an- 
other’s company,—and then, whatever be the sincerity of their affec- 
tions, they must struggle against natural forgetfulness in order to keep 
in mind those whom they no longer see. Well, once more, in the case 
of the Heart of Jesus in the Blessed Sacrament we need have no fear. 
Why not? Because absence is impossible. Jesus is God, and as God 
He is everywhere by the uninterrupted action of His omnipotence 
which sustains all and gives to every creature being and life. In the 
flower which opens in the morning, is it not Jesus who smiles upon 
me? In the sun which rises on the horizon, is it not Jesus who lets 
His light shine upon me? In the harvests which wave their golden 
crests over our fields, is it not Jesus who is preparing my daily bread 
for me? . . . Yes, every creature speaks to me of Jesus, my Love, 
because there is nothing that comes not from Him, that lives not by 
Him. 

My God who is present everywhere by His omnipotence is present 
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at all times by His eternity. No time can separate Him from me. If 
I toil, His strength supports me; if I suffer, He is near to allay my 
pain; if I sleep, He watches over my slumbers. And if my God defies 
time by His eternity, He in like manner defies space by His immensity. 
Howsoever this space be extended, it will not be able to separate me 
from my God. The apostle who crosses the ocean must bid adieu to 
the heaven of his country, but his God does not abandon him. He is 
with him upon the waters and accompanies him on the shores of the 
stranger. When persecution rages, when prisons open their doors, 
when scaffolds are raised, the friend of God is not alone. . . . Peter 
in his prison, Paul beneath the sword, Agnes upon the pyre, Andrew 
on the cross have experienced the presence of Him whom they loved 
and they could cry out in the face of their cruel executioners: “I have 
found Him whom my soul loveth, I hold Him fast, I possess Him and 
neither life nor death can separate me from Him.” Now we must not 
forget that we are speaking all this while of the Eucharistic Heart of 
Jesus, of that God, who, thanks to the Sacrament of His love, has 
prevented every separation between His Heart and ours. Yes, thanks 
to the Eucharistic Heart, we possess at all times the Real Presence of 
a Heavenly Friend who has offered Himself even to death for our 
eternal welfare. Thanks to the supreme love of His adorable Heart, 
the person of the Redeemer lives really in our midst and we need but 
take a few steps to be in the presence of this God-made Man who has 
said to us: “I have called you my friends.” 


Oh! how wretched are they who do not understand the treasures 
of happiness which the Heart of Jesus in the Blessed Sacrament offers 
to us! How often, in beholding the vast multitude of hearts who 
waste themselves and their affections upon the things of earth, one is 
tempted to exclaim: “O sons of men, how long will you love vanity, 
how long will you run after lying deceit.” The good you seek for here 
below the Eucharistic Heart of Jesus will give you. Go to this Heart, 
you will there drink of the fountain whose vivifying waters will allay 
the fever of your sufferings. Go to this Heart, you will there obtain 
the nourishment that will support your weakness. Go to this Heart, 
you will find the friend whose beauty is always most fascinating, 
whose goodness is always most generous and whose fidelity, triumph- 
ing over space and time, will crown you in the land of eternal bliss 
with Love Eternal! 


Joun Hecker, C. Ss. R. 
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A LITTLE GREEN BOOK 





Frank Bentley had the blues. There was not the least doubt about 
it. He was a stranger in a strange land. He was two and twenty 
years of age and should have had better sense. There was a wistful 
faraway look in his eyes; there were pictures, like fire-flies, flitting 
before his imagination of a little home in a Georgia town, and two 
adoring big sisters and a father and mother whom he realized he had 
never before so fondly loved. He shambled about aimlessly with 
hands sunk deeply into his trouser pockets. He nodded to a few young 
fellows he happened to meet on the pathways under the trees. He 
tried to whistle a merry air but in his present affliction it sounded like 
a funeral dirge and died with a gurgle in his throat. He was blue, he 
was homesick, and his one desire was to get behind himself and give 
Frank Bentley, Jr., a sound kick. 


This was his first year at college. He had longed for the day to 
come when he could proudly say to himself: “I’m a collegian!”’ but 
now, his longing came true, he was humming to himself: “You're a 
fool!” to the tune of “Home, Sweet Home.” He flung himself on a 
bench and began to nurse his misery. He bent over, put his elbows 
on his knees, covered his face with his hands and told himself for the 
hundredth time that day that he and college-life were antipodes. I 
suppose he would have sat there forever had he not been waked by a 
blood-curdling yell from the campus. There was something mechan- 
ical, something rhythmic about the yell and it ended in a burst of noise 
that reverberated through every nook and angle of the college build- 
ings. He had never heard anything like it before. With quickened 
step he made his way to the campus and saw there a crowd of young 
men marching in lines of ten. Before them they drove five scared- 
looking youths, evidently new-comers. They were being initiated into 
the mysteries of college life, and this was one of the preliminaries. 
During the line of march they were taunted about their bow-legs, 
their long ears, the cut of their clothes, etc., etc. At each end of the 
campus the lines would separate and form a double circle around the 
victims and the college yell was given with a vengeance. 

“Hickesy-hi! Hickesy-hi! 
We're the people who never say die. 
Frizzle! Frazzle! jump and dazzle! 
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Rickety! Rackety! wah!-who! wah! 
College is the life, oh! 
Rah! Rah! Rah!” 


Bentley gazed upon the scene for a time, then turned away. He 
still had the blues and now, in addition, he was convinced that he had 
fallen in with a band of savages. 

That night when he went to his room he was in a perfect frenzy 
of despair. He sat at his desk and ran along the titles of the books 
arrayed before him. Their very names made his stomach sick and he 
promised that he would not remain at college long enough to find out 
their contents. One book arrested his attention. It was a little book 
bound in green cloth. It was a present from Fr. Hodges, his pastor. 
He pulled it from its place, for it seemed to be a link between his 
misery and home. It was titled, “The Catholic Church and the Bible.” 
He began to read it, but, I must confess, with very little attention. Fr. 
Hodges told him he would find in it the answer to many questions that 
were bound to come up during college-life. This particular college 
was not a Catholic institution but it had a “big reputation” and that 
was sufficient to persuade Mr. Bentley, Sr., to send Frank there to be 
educated. Frank skimmed over several pages of the book, got nothing 
out of it, threw it on his desk and went to bed. 

He lay there for about an hour, unable to sleep. He heard the 
soft shuffling of feet outside his door; he had forgotten to lock it. 
The knob turned, a light flashed and twelve masqued figures filed into 
the room, closing the door behind them. Bentley raised himself on his 
elbow. His face was ashy pale in the light. He was about to speak 
when the leader lifted a hand in warning. 

“Bentley, if you let a whimper out of you, we'll smother you be- 
neath your mattress! Climb out of that bed and get into your clothes!” 

“But I say,” stammered Bentley, “this is extremely rude and—” 

“We don’t want any of your opinions. Do as you are bidden and 
that with speed!” 

Bentley did as he was bid, for in the dim light he could see fire and 
determination flashing from the eyes of the twelve. When he was 
dressed he was given his final instructions. “You are to walk before 
us on tip-toes. If you make the least noise you get this right over 
your left temple!’ As he spoke, the leader drew what looked like a 
piece of lead piping from his pocket. “Tonight you are to become a 
member of the Grand Order of Night Prowlers. That bright yellow 
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tie you wore today, the pink ribbon on your straw hat, the faultless 
crease in your trousers proclaim you a mollycoddle, a sissy. Tonight 
you are to put off forever your girlie ways; we are going to make a 
man out of you. Forward, march!” 

Bentley, tremulously moved towards the door. 

“Halt!” hissed the leader. “If you breathe a word to the faculty 
about this night’s affair, we’ll hound you to death!” 

With this parting advice, Bentley opened the door and went down 
the corridor as noiselessly as a cat, the twelve following closely. We 
leave the reader to conjecture what took place. 

Bentley and his escort had scarcely left the room when five others 
entered and began to turn order into chaos. They took apart the bed 
and distributed it in various parts of the room. They tied his bed 
sheets into knots, put the chairs in a pile in the center of the room, 
turned his washstand upside down, spread tooth-paste over his mirror, 
filled his comb with glue and his tooth brush with shaving powder. 
Paul McGregor was busy at Bentley’s desk, gluing together the pages 
of several books. He was about to do the same to “The Catholic 
Church and the Bible” when the title caught his eye and instead he 
slipped it into his pocket. They then stretched a wire from one side 
of the room to the other, spread out the mattress before, took the 
electric bulb from its socket, and left the room. After an hour the 
new “Night Prowler” came pattering down the corridor, perspiring 
and breathing vengeance. He found his room and entered. He made 
for his light but his foot tripped on the wire and he came down with 
a thud on the outstretched mattress. Frantic with rage, he arose and 
groped towards the light and walked into the pile of chairs; they came 
down with a noise like the rattle of musketry. He had enough pres- 
ence of mind left to light a match. When he saw the wreckage about 
him he threw himself on the mattress, and realizing that it was a 
joke—though not a pleasant one—fell asleep. 

Next morning, as he entered the refectory and took his place, he 
saw that many eyes were looking at him and that he seemed to be the 
subject of whisperings. He turned ovér his plate and found a note. 

“Bentley, you’re a brick. Mum’s the word. You were weighed in 
the balance last night. Your all wool and a yard wide. Henceforth 
you are a full-fledged member of the “Grand Order of Night Prowl- 
ers.” This note is the certificate of your admission. Now tear it up!” 
As he did so, there was a loud cheer for Bentley. One of the 
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faculty, who was walking outside, heard the cheer. From long experi- 
ence he knew what it meant, but he was never destined to know who 
the victim was, for Bentley kept the secret. 

II. 

Bentley had struck up a jolly fellowship with several of the boys 
after his hazing and he was now at home. He had not noticed the 
absence of his green book. Paul McGregor was his most genial com- 
panion. One day he and Bentley were walking alone on the campus, 
talking over class matters. At the end of that year McGregor was to 
be graduated. 

“Say, Bentley,” began McGregor, “I never heard you say a word 
about the hazing the fellows gave you your first night here. I heard 
they treated you pretty roughly ?” 

“Well, it was pretty rough,” admitted Bentley, “but I’ll wager 
Frazer found me pretty rough, too. He was the leader and when I 
heard him give the order for my baptism in the fountain I got one hand 
free and let him have it in the eye. He told the president he was hit 
with a handball.” 

McGregor laughed, wondering what Bentley would have done if 
he had found him daubing his books with glue. 

“Well, don’t you feel bitter against those fellows for the way they 
acted towards you?” queried McGregor. 

“T did till I found the note under my plate. Then I saw it was my 
initiation; something every new-comer must go through,” replied 
Bentley. 

“Yes, it’s the practice here to make a goat out of someone of the 
new boys; but I think you were indeed a scriptural goat and loaded 
with the sins of the whole college.” 

“What’s that,” questioned Bentley, “you said about a scriptural 
goat? I think I heard Fr. Hodges making some remarks in a sermon 
about a goat loaded with the sins of the Jewish people and driven out 
into the wilderness.” 

“Yes, it is in Scripture,” answered McGregor. “I heard my father 
reading it from the Bible. My father is thoroughly Scotch. He be- 


‘lieves in private interpretation, I think he calls it. It was his invariable 


practice to read something from the Bible every night after supper to 
mother and me. Then he would explain it to us. He was not much 
at going to church. He said the Bible contained all the religion a man 
need know. He was of the opinion that he was as capable of explain- 
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ing the Scriptures as any preacher. Now you Catholics don’t think 
that way, do you?” 

Bentley was sorry he asked the question about the goat. 

Here was his friend, a Protestant, asking questions about Catholic 
belief and he was half afraid he would not be able to explain himself. 

“Why, no!” Bentley answered at last. “We Catholics believe that 
there should be someone to answer our difficulties for us; someone 
who can give us the true meaning and whose authority is unques- 
tioned.” 

“But isn’t it true that the Catholic Church forbids its members to 
read the Bible?” asked McGregor. 

“Not that I know of,” shrugged Bentley. “We have a big one at 
home, and, although I never saw anyone of the family reading it, I was 
never forbidden to look at it. If I had been, I think I would have read 
it out of curiosity. But just wait here a moment! I have a book in 
my room that will answer all your questions.” 

This was what McGregor was waiting for. As Bentley made to go 
off, McGregor took the book from his pocket and said, “Is this it?” 

Bentley looked at it. “So you’re the fellow who poured glue over 
my books, are you?” 

“Yes!” replied McGregor, “I’m guilty ; but remember, you said you 
bore no ill-will towards the hazers!” 

“T’ll let you off this time!” laughed Bentley. “But why did you 
take that book?” 

“T’ll be candid,” said McGregor. “I never had the least respect for 
Catholics. I hated them. I could not help it. My father hated them 
and all his hatred he instilled into me. When I saw this book on your 
desk, I wanted to find out what Catholics thought of the Bible. I must 
confess I was disappointed, for the author of this green book proves 
that the Catholic Church thirks as highly, if not more so, of the Bible 
than my father’s Scottish Kirk. I have read the book and am satisfied 


that there has been foul play for centuries. I have watched you and 
you are just as human as any of the fellows around here.” As he said 


these last words he looked to see what effect they would make on his 
companion. 


“What did you think me to be?” asked Bentley. 
“If I were to believe my father, and I did believe him till I read 
this book, I thought you and all Catholics were some species of beasts, 
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looking like, talking and acting like men, but who were to be shunned 
as men shun poison.” 

“Well,” answered Bentley, with a smile in which were pity and 
indignation mixed, “if that little green book has been such a boon to 
you as to get such an irrational idea out of your head, please accept it 
as a gift from me.” 

The bell tapped for class. As they parted, Bentley said: “When 
you go home after graduation, let your father take a peep at that 
book.” 

“Tf my father knows,” answered McGregor, “that I associate with 
‘Catholics or hold opinions differing from his, he would disinherit me.” 
III. 

At the end of the college year, Bentley bade good-bye to McGreyor, 
the one to begin his career in the world, the other to enjoy his first 
vacation after a year’s strenuous study. 

Mr. McCormac McGregor was a religious-minded man. His re- 
ligion he found in the pages of the Bible alone and that interpreted by 
himself. He was withal a shrewd business man. He had come from 
Scotland as a mere boy. His father and mother had died while he 
was yet in his teens and he was cast out into the big world almost 
friendless and penniless, but his head was filled with the determination 
of making a fortune. He never lost an opportunity of turning a 
penny. When he was thirty years of age, he went west and engaged 
in mining. A great gold field had been discovered in Colorado and 
McGregor was one of the first on the scene. He staked out a number 
of claims and with his Scottish doggedness began working them. To 
make a long story short, he amassed a fortune, went east, married and 
settled down in luxury. He still held large mining interests in Colo- 
trado, but as he was getting old, he sent his son, from time to time, on 
‘inspection tours. 

It was on one of these tours that Paul became acquainted with 
Nellie Carrol, the only daughter of Old Jack Carrol, as the men called 
him, McCormac McGregor’s mine foreman. To be sure, Paul did 


‘not know much about mining, but under the guidance of Old Jack 
‘his knowledge widened. 

It was at Mr. Carrol’s home, whither he had been invited to dine, 
‘that Paul first met Nellie Carrol. She was:as pretty as a picture. She 
‘had an irresistible pair of laughing Irish eyes and cheeks, like two 
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roses, glowing with health and her voice, Paul said, “rivaled the larks!” 
As far as Paul was concerned it was love at first sight. Miss Nellie, 
on the contrary, while showing her father’s guest the greatest defer- 
ence, gave Paul not the slightest reason to think that his love was re- 
ciprocated. When Paul left the house that day, Miss Nellie was of 
the opinion that he was very awkward for the educated son of a 
millionaire, for he had made several hideous blunders in English in 
the course of conversation and when he tucked his napkin into his 
collar at dinner she had to make a decided effort to keep from smiling. 

After several meetings, however, she changed her mind respecting 
him. Familiarity made him feel at ease and he became a most enjoy- 
able companion. He often accompanied her and her father to Mass 
on Sundays. He quite took Nellie by surprise one Sunday afternoon 
when he asked her if he might not escort her to the meeting of the 
Young Ladies’ Sodality. After she explained that it was for the mem- 
bers of the sodality only, he calmly informed her that he would await 
her return in the parlor. Nellie, you may be sure, got very little 
instruction from the conference. Her head was full of notions con- 
cerning the young man in the parlor and, contrary to all precedents, 
after the meeting, she did not stand about talking with the other young 
ladies, but went home immediately. 

When it was time for Paul to return East with his report, he and 
Miss Carrol were on very intimate terms of friendship and he gave 
her to understand that there was no other girl in the world for him. 
Nellie on her side explained very briefly that there was some other girl 
as long as there was a difference in religion between them. He wanted 
to argue with her but he saw no quarter in her eyes. So he left her 
with a sore heart and a promise to write. 

Three weeks after, among his letters, Mr. McGregor, Sr., found 
a letter in a feminine hand addressed to his son. He gave it to Paul 
with the remark, “So you met some young lady in the West, did you?” 

Paul did not answer, but sat down in a big arm-chair and was soon 
lost in the contents of the letter. From time to time his father glanced 
at Paul over his gold-rimmed spectaclés. At last he woke that young 
worthy from his reverie with: “My son, it takes you a mighty long 
time to get over a two-page letter! Well, I was young myself ;” grow- 
ing reminiscent, “and I remember that your mother’s letters used to 


put me in a trance. But who is the young lady that has bewitched 
you?” 
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“I think you must have seen her,” answered Paul, looking sheepish. 
“She’s Carrol’s daughter !” 

“Carrol’s daughter!” echoed his father, growing indignant. “The 
daughter of one of my employes—and a Catholic! You know my 
opinion on Catholics.” He was thoroughly angered now. “If you 
take up with a Catholic, remember, boy, if you take up with a Cath- 
olic, I’ll cut you off without a penny!” 

Paul was nettled. This term, Catholic, with all it meant to his 
father, was something he would not allow even from his parent. “Miss 
Carrol is a perfect lady in every respect. She is a Catholic, but the 
word has a far sweeter meaning to me since I have known her. If 
Catholics are so odious to you,” he retorted, “why have you old Jack 
Carrol in your employ?” 

“I have reasons,” his father answered, taken aback at the turn 
things had taken. ‘“He’s the only man I can trust and I trust him not 
because he is a Catholic.” 

“T don’t see your distinction,” replied Paul. “He’s a Catholic and 
you trust him. Why do you hate the others? If Jack Carrol can be 
relied upon, why do you mistrust the others ?” 

Mr. McGregor rose from his desk. He was a little calmed by the 
tone of Paul’s voice and the flush of anger in his face. 

“Let us not quarrel, son! You'll outgrow this love. The world is . 
full of girls.” 

“But the world is not full of Nellie Carrols,” flung back Paul, turn- 
ing on his heel and determined on having Nellie if he was sent from 
his home as a beggar. 

The storm blew over and the sky was unclouded until one morning 
as the two sat at breakfast four months later, the butler brought a 
letter to Paul on a tray. He took it, but not too quickly for his father 
not to see it and that it was a lady’s writing. Paul put it into his 
pocket and went on with his breakfast. The conversation lagged and 
old McGregor had grown perceptibly nervous. 

“Ts that another letter from that young skit in the West?” asked 
his father at last. 

“No,” answered Paul, reddening at the name he had called Nellie. 
“It is from a young lady.” 

“Carrol’s daughter ?” 

“Yes!” 


“Do you persist in keeping up this correspondence with her?” asked 
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his father, pushing his plate from him with a bang that threatened to 
chip it as it crashed against a tumbler. 

“That depends on Miss Carrol. When she tells me to give up, I'll 
give it up. For the present—” His father interrupted him. 

“Do you intend to make her your wife?” 

“That, too, depends on Miss Carrol. I have not asked her that 
question.” Paul was cool now. “When I go West again I will ask 
her that question. Till then the question is a mystery even to me.” 

“When you go West again you shall not go in my employ!” Mr. 
McGregor arose, his face was black with anger. His two steel-gray 
eyes glowered at Paul from their heavy knit eye-brows. Paul knew 
what was coming. Mr. McGregor struck the table with his clenched 
fists, making the dishes dance. “From this moment you are no son 
of mine!” he thundered. “I disown you; do you hear me, I disown 
you!” He strode to the door. “Tonight,” he said, turning savagely, 
“tonight, if I find you here I'll call the servants to put you out!” He 
went into the hall-way, jammed his hat on his head and when Paul 
heard the door violently slammed he knew that the thunderbolt he had 
long expected had fallen. 

He went to his room with his father’s threat ringing in his ears. 
There would be no occasion for calling the servants, for he left his 


. home that afternoon. 


In the evening, when Mr. McGregor returned, he went immediately 
to Paul’s room. Paul was gone. On a table in the center of the room 
lay the little green book. He picked it up and read the title. 

“So this is where he has been drinking his poison about Catholic- 
ism, is it?” He entered his study and was about to fling it into the fire- 
place when curiosity got the better of him and he sat down to read it. 
Page after page he devoured and it began to dawn on him that there 
were two sides to the question of the Bible. It hurt his pride to think 
that the ideals he had cherished during his life were being shattered, 


but he had to admit that the little green book had a lesson even for 
him. 


oe 
Paul McGregor never darkened his father’s door again. His father 
had sought for him, but to no purpose. He seemed to have dropped 
from existence, and with him Nellie Carrol. After ten long years of 
waiting, Mr. McCormac McGregor gave over the search. He was old 
now and grey and getting feeble, but the brain was still active and 


























Tue LicuoriAn. 561 


despite his age still took care of his mining properties. In 1907, twelve 
years after Paul left him, he was in Chicago on business respecting his 
interests. He had held a consultation with several other mining mag- 
nates in a private room in his hotel. After the meeting he felt weary 
and went out for a stroll, thinking the night air would refresh him. 
It was late and he began walking up the street. It was almost deserted. 
After walking several blocks, he turned to go back. He felt a twinge 
of pain above his heart, but thought nothing of it. By the time he had 
gone a block the pain became so intense that he leaned against a lamp 
post for support. Just then a young man was passing by. He saw the 
old man and asked if he could help. McGregor managed to tell the 
stranger that he was staying at the hotel. The young man, calling 
a cab that was rattling past, got the old man into it. When they 
reached the hotel, he helped him to his room and laid him on his bed. 
Tis face was pinched and drawn from the violence, but with an effort 
between gasps he asked for a priest. When the priest left the room, 
McGregor was dead. The little green book had done its work. 

Seven years before, he who had so hated Catholics had himself 
become a Catholic. 

Next morning Paul McGregor read the death account in the paper. 
Could it be possible! He went to the morgue and viewed the remains. 
The face was calm now and it was the face of his father. He said 
nothing, for he could do nothing. He had been at his father’s death 
bed, had helped him in his last moments and had not known it. 

It was coming on to the holidays. The world had treated Paul 
McGregor very roughly. He had moved to Chicago a few months 
before, hoping he could find work and food for the five little ones at 
home. But despite his efforts he could secure nothing to do. His little 
supply of money was about exhausted, the rent was due and Christmas 
threatened to have but few joys for Nellie and the children. “But 
it’s a long lane that has no turning,” and one day a dapper little gentle- 
man rapped at the door. Nellie opened it as he walked in. He cleared 
his throat in a professional manner and asked if Mr. Paul McGregor 
was at home. Nellie entered the kitchen and Paul appeared. After a 
volley of questions, all of which Paul answered to the little gentle- 
man’s satisfaction, he informed him that he was the sole heir to the 
fortune of the late Mr. McCormac McGregor. 

When Christmas came, the old McGregor home was bright with 
lights and three little girls and two little boys danced around a gift- 
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laden and sparkling Christmas tree. Paul and Nellie were together on 
the sofa, looking at a little green book, thumbmarked and somewhat 
soiled from long usage. As he looked upon it, he was wondering what 
had become of Bentley. The door bell rang and the butler announced 
a visitor. What was Paul’s surprise when the visitor turned out to be 
Frank Bentley. 

You may be sure of it, the home of McGregor never saw a happier 
Christmas and a merrier crowd and it was all brought about by a little 
green book. 


Jas. A. Coz, C. Ss. R. 


THE SCULPTOR’S TOOLS 





Resolute desires are a good beginning in our efforts to lead a devout 
Christian life; but they are only a beginning. We must,—-and if our 
desires are truly resolute, we will gladly and perseveringly use the 
means and helps which are placed at our disposal for acquiring Chris- 
tian virtues. These are as it were the tools with which we must set 
to work at our task. Look them over. 

First there is mental prayer. No, not the ecstatic, the sentimental, 
the complicated thing that you may imagine, but the simple, earnest 
thinking for some moments each day on the claims which God has to 
our love, and on the love which He has shown towards us, especially, 
in the great work of our Redemption. Is there anything difficult about 
this? Reflect. 

To redeem us, a God has gone so far as to sacrifice His life in a 
sea of sorrow, suffering, and contempt; to redeem us,—you and me, 
mind you, and you know what that means! Is there any one who 
knows you intimately, who thinks so well of you as to be ready to die 
for your sake? And having shown His love for us in this way, the 
same God, in order as it were to win, and obtain, and feel our Love, 
has gone so far as to make Himself our food, in the Blessed Sacrament. 
Is it not wonderful? 

But stop,—you are meditating! How simple! Try it oftener: at 
Mass, at Communion, at home; in the morning, in the evening, in 
moments of leisure; in brief visits to the Blessed Sacrament when you 
must pass by the church. The benefit lies not so much in doing a great 
deal at a time, and then none for a year after, but in doing a little and 
constantly. 


David made the experience, and hear what were the results: “In 
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my meditation a fire flames out” (Ps. 76:11). Not a restless fire, 
parching the heart and making it thirst more and more, as does the 
fire of passion ; but the fire of divine love, the warmth of which soothes 
the heart amid the coldness of a loveless, selfish world, and makes it 
flame upward, with all its aspirations and desires, to the higher, nobler 
things for which we were made. 

St. Aloysius used to say that to attain Christian virtue and holiness, 
the first requisite is mental prayer. He made virtue and sainthood his 
business in life: he ought to know the best tools. 

The use proves the value of a tool. Try it! 

St. AtpHonsus Licuort. 


MARY WENT IN ALONE 





“Come, John, let us go to Church this morning.” 

“No, Mary, I’ll not go; you will do for both of us.” 

And Mary went alone. When their baby was baptized, Mary said: 
“Come, John, come with baby and me to Church.” , Again the same 
old reply: “You will do for both of us.” And Mary and the baby 
went alone. 

Years passed away and many a time the same brief conversation 
took place on Sunday mornings. When the priest asked John one day 
why he never attended church with his wife, John laughingly said: 
“My wife looks after the religion in our house and she will do for 
both of us.” 

And Mary still went alone. 

Then there came a day when Mary took sick. The doctor came and 
looked anxious. John was dressed. This was the first time that his 
wife had been seriously ill. The days passed and Mary gradually 
grew worse. John tried to pray, but it was hard work; he didn’t know 
much about praying; he hadn’t practised very hard. Night after night 
he watched beside that sick bed. He loved his wife with all his soul. 
After an all-night watch, John dozed in his chair at the side of the 
bed, and as he dozed he dreamed, and this is what he dreamed: 

He had died before his wife, and at the beautiful gate of heaven 
he waited her coming. At last she came and he hurried to pass in 
through the gate with her he loved so well, but just then an angel 
appeared, stopped John and said: “No, not you; she will do for both 
of you!” 

And Mary went in alone.—E-xchange. 
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WHERE A MAN’S A MAN 





Roger Brooke Taney, the fifth Chief Justice of the United States, 
is one of the greatest figures in the political history of our country. 
His active career reaches from the first years of the nineteenth century 
to the year before the close of the Civil War (1800-64). Besides 
holding many high positions of state and being the most trusted coun- 
sellor of President Andrew Jackson, Taney filled for nearly thirty 
years the highest legal position which the country can bestow, that of 
Chief Justice of the United States. 

He was a Catholic, born of Catholic parents. All through his life 
he was faithful to even the smallest practices of his religion, but 
especially to his monthly Communion. The story is told that one 
evening when going to confession he found a long line of penitents 
waiting their turn at the confessional. The judge quietly took his place 
at the end of the line. But the priest, seeing him, urged him to go 
over to the Rectory where he would find a confessor ready to hear 
him at once. But the judge replied: “No, I will wait my turn. Else- 
where I am a judge. Here I am a culprit humbly awaiting judgment.” 


AN ABANDONED OLD STABLE 





Feverish and restive, a man lay tossing in his bed in the big ward 
of Mercy Hospital. Outside, the blizzard-wind driving the white 
snow against the window-panes; inside, the good sisters bustling about, 
preparing a Christmas tree and a crib in the corner of the ward; all 
told in the plainest way that it was Christmas eve. The spirit of 
Christmas was already coming noticeably upon all the men—the more 
so, when Father Croll, the Chaplain, came through the ward to hear 
the Confessions of all the Catholics. He stopped before our patient. 
He was a new man, and the chaplain did not know him. 

“Are you a Catholic?” he asked. 

Wha: should he say? If no, the priest would pass away; if yes, it 
would indeed be true, but what kind of a Catholic had he been! He 
looked at the priest for a while with wistful eyes. At last he said: 

“T am—and I am not.” 
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The priest laughed gently; this was a puzzle. 

“What do you mean?” 

“T was a Catholic, but I have given it up this long while. I went 
to the Protestant church just to make people less surprised at my leav- 
ing the Church; I talked against the priest and said he had not treated 
me right; I joined the masons; and I lived, after that—oh, you know 
how,—just like a brute. I’m good for nothing now. There’s nothing 
but the rotting timbers left; I cannot offer those to God. I suppose 
I’m not a Catholic.” 

“Just look there, friend,” said the priest, pointing to the crib in 
the corner, now lighted up, in all the glory of Christmas Eve. 

“Tt’s the abandoned stable of Bethlehem where the Holy Infant 
was born.” 

“True,” replied Father Croll, “and the light of the Infant is so 
bright that even the rough old planks of the stable seem all silver and 
gold. That’s what will happen to your heart if you make it a shelter 
for the Holy Infant tonight.” 

“Really? They used to tell me that when I was a child; now my 
heart is an abandoned old cave indeed. Will you help me, Father?” 

At midnight, the Infant again turned into a rugged stall by the 
wayside of life, and again the angel’s song was heard: “Glory to God 
in the highest, and on earth, peace to men of good will.” 


TOM’S CHRISTMAS 





Mrs. Sender, a widow, living with her three children in a little 
cottage at the end of the lane, had been saving pennies all along in 
order to celebrate a modest Christmas with her little ones. It was 
Christmas eve and she was just hiding away the cookies she had made 
as a surprise for the children, when suddenly the door was thrown 
wide open and the three, Tom, Richie, and Margaret, danced around 
her. 

“Mamma,” cried Tom triumphantly, “we’re going to have a great 
Christmas tomorrow! Just look what I found!” 

“A pocket-book,” gasped Mrs. Sender. 

“Yes, sure; and it’s filled with money! Look!” and forthwith he 
began to demonstrate it by pulling out bill after bill. 

“Don’t, Tom,” said the mother; “put it back neatly as it was. That 
money does not belong to us; you must give it to its owner.” 
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A hailstorm striking the dancing flowers at high summer could 
hardly work such a change as the mother’s words wrought in the laugh- 
ing faces of the three children. 

“O mother, and can’t we keep any? Just for cream-puffs, ma! I 
like cream-puffs! It’s Christmas, remember !” 

“Yes, Tom, they would be nice; but this money does not belong to 
us. And it is better to be light of heart without cream-puffs than with 
all the cream-puffs in the world to be heavy of heart on account of 
sin. . . .See,” she added, examining the pocket-book, “here’s the 
name: Mrs. D. Tansy, 1210 First Ave. Put on your cap, again, little 
man, and bring it to her; she will be worrying about it.” 

“O mamma, we were already figuring on a doll for Margaret and a 
soldier-suit for me and a drum for Richie! Gee, if we had that! But 
it’s best this way!” 

When Tom rang the bell at Mrs. Tansy’s home, she herself came 
to the door. The Tansies were not rich, but lived in a comfortable way. 

“Does Mrs. Tansy live here?” asked Tom, cap in hand. 

“Yes, I’m Mrs. Tansy.” 

“Here’s a pocket-book I found. Mother said I should bring it to 
you ; your name is in it.” 

“Bless you, my little one,” cried the lady in a kindly, delighted 
voice ; “You are an honest little man! I thought it was lost for good! 
You must have a good mother. . . . Will you take me to her?” 

“All right,” said Tom; “it isn’t far.” 

As soon as Mrs. Tansy was ready the two set out for Tom’s home. 
There the lady realized the situation at once. But it was so late she 
could think of only one thing to do. 

“Mrs. Sender,” she said, “we can’t fix up anything for the little 
ones now any more. But my husband and I are all alone; will you 
come over and spend Christmas with us?” 


“O gee!’ said Tom later when they were getting ready; “you ought 
to see the tree! and the little crib! It was cute! Hurry, mother, here’s 
your hat!” 


“You see, Tom,” said the mother, “the little Infant was preparing 
for us without our knowing it.” 


St. Joseph’s Burse or Scholarship is growing steadily. Won’t you 
send in a contribution—large or small—for the Burse of our Im- 
maculate Mother? 
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OUR CHRISTMAS WISH 





May God’s best blessings descend upon you as thick and fast as the 
falling snowflakes; may your heart burn with love for God and for 
your fellowmen as brightly as the yule logs piled high upon the hearth ; 
may joy make glad music within your soul like silver sleigh bells or 
Christmas chimes; may hopes sparkle before you like sun-kissed 
crystals on frosted pines! 


“CUT—CUT—CUT” 





It’s an ugly habit we have—there’s no denying it—this thing of 
picking flaws in the character of those of our neighbors who are trying 
a little more earnestly than the rest of us to lead good Christian lives. 
We paid no heed to their little slips and stumbles until they began going 
to daily Mass or receiving frequent Communion. But now, when we 
surprise them in some lapse of human frailty, we “cut—cut—cut” like 
a rooster that has unearthed a grub worm. It looks as though, because 
we are too indolent or too cowardly to lift ourselves a little out of the 
mud of this miserable world, we can’t bear to see anyone else do so 
either. How does all this agree with the prayer we daily offer to our 
heavenly Father: “Thy kingdom come; thy will be done on earth as it 
is in heaven’? 


“LEARN OF ME” 





“Blessed are the poor in spirit.”—Matt. V:3. “Woe to you rich.— 
Luke VI:24. “A rich man shall hardly enter into the kingdom of 
heaven.”—Matt. XIX :23. “For they that will become rich, fall into 
temptation and into the snare of the devil, and into many unprofitable 
and hurtful desires, which drown men into destruction and perdition.” 
—I Tim. VI:9. 

How often we have read these, God’s own words—read, but have 
not understood! Our divine Saviour knew how dull and slow we would 
be to master this salutary lesson. He knew that we would never learn 
it from words; hence He strove to teach it by example. “Being rich, 
He became poor for your sakes.”—II Cor. VIII :9. He knew well that 
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the glitter of gold would so far blind us that we would be able to see 
nothing else—unless mayhap it were the unspeakable sight of the Son 
of God born in a stable, laboring in a workshop, hanging naked on a 
cross, and buried in a borrowed grave. 


WHEN WE LOOK UP 





When we look up to those who are a little more spiritual, a little 
less worldly than ourselves, do we look up to study virtues that we 
may imitate, or to pry about for faults that we may criticize? 


“OUT FOR THE DOUGH” 





Let the priest so much as hint that he has need of financial aid, and 
a certain species of Catholic layman will say with a knowing wink, 
“They’re all alike—out for the dough.” 

Of course we are “out for the dough”! God help us if we were 
not! The baker and the butcher and the butter-maker and the coal 
dealer would mighty soon give us the cold shoulder. Then these very 
same laymen would exclaim: “The priest must have been crazy. If 
he was hungry, why didn’t he say so? We would have helped him.” 
Of course we are “out for the dough’! If we were not, the people 
would have no church to worship God in; there would be no schools 
to train their children in, no seminaries to educate aspirants for the 
priesthood in, no asylums to shelter the orphan, no homes to comfort 
the aged, no hospital to receive the sick. And these same laymen 
would be the first to raise a howl. ‘“What’s wrong with our priests?” 
they would say. “Why don’t they hustle around and collect money to 
build churches and schools and seminaries and homes and asylums and 
hospitals?” Of course we are “out for the dough”! And we owe no 
man an apology for it, either! If lay people can spend every day of 
their lives openly and professedly looking for money, why can’t the 
priest do so from time to time, as a secondary matter, in order to secure 
the necessary means to prosecute his great principal work of saving 
souls! Of course we are “out for the dough”! If we did not go out 
for it, we would not get it,—more is the shame for them that should 
come and give it without the asking. God expects us priests to give 
our strength and our talents and our time and our very life for the 
salvation of souls; does He not then expect lay people to give at least 
a little paltry portion of their material goods! 
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THE SETTING OF THE STORY 





It was our ambition as sacristan in college days to reproduce as 
~ nearly as possible the setting of the Christmas story—not merely the 
crib, but the wooded hills where the shepherds kept watch, and crowded 
Bethlehem where guesis and entertainers ate and drank and danced and 
slept. 


We know now that the scene is reproduced to the life each succeed- 
ing Christmas wherever we see an altar on which Christmas Mass is 
celebrated. Here is Jesus Christ the great God, humbled as low, aye, 
lower than He was on that first Christmas night. There, He humbled 
Himself so far as to take the form of a child, but here, He takes the 
form of a piece of bread. There, the great majority of those, for love 
of whom He had come down from His heavenly home, ignored Him, 
refused to recognize Him in the form He had taken, despite the fact 
that their Scriptures clearly pointed to Him as the promised Messiah; 
here, by the majority of men, He is ignored completely, absolutely, just 
as He was in Bethlehem of old, though God’s written Word gives 
perpetual proof of His presence. There, certain honest-minded men— 
the shepherds on the mountain—interrupted their worldly occupations 
long enough to visit the stable and “returned glorifying and praising 
God for all the things they had heard and seen as it was told unto 
them”; here, believing Christians forget for one short hour their cares 
and pleasures to pay their homage to Jesus beneath the lowly form of 
bread, and then return to their homes with the Christmas lesson in 
their hearts. There, two faithful souls, Mary and Joseph, left all else 
entirely and forever to devote their lives to the interests of Jesus; 
here, a few chosen souls do the same. Thus is the setting of the 
Christmas story renewed to the life each succeeding year. Now our 
only care is to see in which group we are numbered. 


It is now the open season for Bazaars. What a pity that any of 
us that begin the work with a pure intention of pleasing God and 
paying off the church debt, should finish with the sole motive of taking 
revenge on the crowd in the other booth. 


The great war must be fought out with shot and shell over in 
Europe—there is no use in trying to fight it out with wagging tongues 
on this side of the Atlantic. Therefore, change the subject! 
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Cardinal della Volpe died Nov. 5. It was his privilege, as Cham- 
berlain of the Holy Roman Church, to announce to the world from 
the balcony overlooking the Piazza di San Pietro the election of the 
present Pope. He was one of the few cardinals appointed “in petto”. 

* * * 


Catholic societies throughout the country would do well to imitate 
the Catholic Federation of Brooklyn, which will investigate school 
books and books in the public library said to be inimical to the Church. 


There is no reason why our taxes should be used to buy books that 
lie about our religion. 
* * * 


A hundred thousand Americans have joined the League for the 
Conversion of America by prayers and acts of piety. The first Thurs- 
day of each month is the day set aside by the League for special prayer 
for the United States. 

* * * 


The cause of the beatification of the Canadian Jesuit missionaries, 
Breboeuf, Lallemant, Daniel, Garnier, Chabanel, Jogues, Goupil, and 
De la Lande, who were killed by Indians out of hatred for religion, 
has been officially taken up by the Sacred Congregation of Rites. 


* * * 


The Knights of Columbus of New Orleans have undertaken to 
organize a Young Men’s Catholic Club, wherein the young men of that 
city will be enabled to find amusement and intellectual advancement 
without danger to faith or morality. 

* * * 


The Japanese Minister to Switzerland has been instructed by his 
government to pay an official visit to the Holy Father. 


* * * 


On the occasion of the Pittsburg charter centennial celebration, 
the Historical Society offered 18 prizes for school work. Public and 
private schools were eligible. Pupils of the Catholic schools carried off 
10 of the prizes; they took all the prizes in the twelfth and eleventh 
grades and two in the tenth. 

* * * 


The troupe of Mission Players, at the conclusion of their engage- 
ment in Denver were obliged to leave for Omaha before daylight Sun- 
day morning. The Catholics in the party greatly regretted that they 
would be obliged to miss Mass. The Bishop permitted midnight Mass 
to be celebrated for their benefit. It is an edifying fact that not one 
of the Catholics neglected the opportunity of fulfilling this obligation, 
and even their non-Catholic associates accompanied them. 
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A book detailing the events of the recent uprising in Ireland, called 
the “Irish Red Book’, has been presented to the Holy Father and to 
the cardinals at Rome. 
* * * 
The national colleges in Rome have reopened. The number at the 
North American College has fallen to 65. 


* * * 


In the church of Ara Coeli on the Capitoline Hill, Rome, is a tablet 
commemorating the fact that thereon the 11th of October, 1882, the 
present Holy Father received the habit of the Third Order of St. 
Francis. 

* * * 

Right Rev. Ferdinand Terrien, Catholic Mission House, Lagos, 
Coast of Benin, West Africa, asks charitable persons to send him 
Catholic periodicals, old or new, for his poor converts. 

* * * 


The Redemptorist Archbishop of Perth, Australia, Msgr. Clune, 
has been commissioned by the British government to examine and 
report upon the religious needs of Catholic soldiers in England, France, 
and Egypt. 

* * * 

On Oct. 12, 1916, Mr. A. C. Chapman, formerly an Episcopal min- 
ister in Fond du Lac and Ripon, Wisconsin, was received into the 
Church at the Newman School, Hackensack, N. J. 


* * * 


The report persists that the Holy Father will hold a consistory for 
the creation of new cardinals on the fourth and seventh of December. 
* * *” 


The Canadian archbishops and bishops are expressing grave con- 
cern over the fact that there is a dearth of chaplains among the Cana- 
dian troops, and no priests can be spared from the home work to send 


to the army. 
* * * 


The American Federation of Non-Catholic Churches came out 
strong for advertising some time ago. Now they admit that after 
inserting half-page advertisements in hundreds of papers, they cannot 
account for one new member as a result. 

* * * 


Rev. Edward Madsen, C. Ss. R., died in Denver Oct. 26th. Father 
Madsen was a native of Denmark and a convert. R. I. P. 


* * * 


Ireland expects soon to be blessed with a special college for the 
training of priests for the Chinese missions. Irish priests have met 
with such encouraging success in preaching God’s Word in China, 
that great enthusiasm is evinced for the undertaking. 
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China has a Catholic daily, and the English speaking Catholics of 
the United States have none! 


* * * 


The assembly of the International Federation of the Catholic Alum- 
nae was held in Baltimore, Nov. 23-26. Its officers styled it “the hub 


for that great wheel of educational, social, and literary progress, turned: 


by 25,000 women, graduates or sometime members of the Catholic edu- 
cational institutions of the United States and Canada.” The two 
definite objects of the association are to bring together the various 
alumnae societies for the purpose of upholding the true ideals of Cath- 
olic womanhood and to formulate plans for the extension of Catholic 
education, Catholic literature, and Catholic social work. 

* * * 


Rather than abandon the great educational work which they have 
been conducting in St. Louis for years, the Christian Brothers have 
refused the $300,000 which they were offered on condition that they 


would transfer their college to Chicago instead of rebuilding in St. 
Louis. 
* * * 


James R. Murphy and J. Howard Browne, partners in one of the 
most reliable and most successful law firms of Northwest Wisconsin, 
will give up the law and leave their homes in Chippewa Falls, Wis- 
consin, to study for the Holy priesthood with the Fathers of the Holy 
Ghost in Norwalk, Connecticut. 

When they first met and became friends and fellow roomers at the 
University of Wisconsin some years ago, Mr. Murphy was a Catholic 
and Mr. Browne was a Seventh Day Adventist. Mr. Murphy never 
discussed religion, but his staunch and manly practice of the teachings 
of his Church aroused the interest of his companion. His investiga- 
tions soon convinced him of the truth of the Catholic Church. He 
privately took instructions and was baptized. One Sunday morning 
he surprised Mr. Murphy by accompanying him to Mass and receiving 
Holy Communion at his side. After leaving the University and estab- 
lishing their law firm, they soon came to be looked upon as two of the 
most prominent Catholics in the State. They are men of too noble a 
mould to be satisfied with anything short of the best. Accordingly 
they have sacrificed all to devote their learning, their education and 
their lives to the service of God and the salvation of immortal souls. 

* % * 


Bishop Keiley has written a letter to the foremen of the Grand 
Juries at present sitting to visit the religious institutions of the state in 
accordance with the Convent Inspection Bill, adding that after this 
first visit he will have the Bill brought before the supreme court to test 
its constitutionality. 

* * * 


The Choctaw Indians have honored Bishop Gunn of Natchez by 
electing him Chief of the Tribe. 
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The Liguorian Question Box 











(Address all Questions to “The Liguorian” Oconomowoc, Wis. 
Sign all Questions with name and address.) 


Could you please tell me where to 
get a pamphlet with instructions how 
to attend High Mass properly? 

We do not know of any pamphlet 
that explains how to assist at High 
Mass in particular. Low Mass and 
High Mass are substantially the same; 
the method of assisting at Low Mass 
may be used also at High Mass. If 
you wish to follow the Mass just as it 
is said by the priest, you can do so by 
procuring a little book entitled, “Mass 
according to the Missal,” by Rev. John 
Wynne, S. J. This book can be bought 
from B. Herder, 17 S. Broadway, St. 
Louis, Mo. The price is 25 cents, 
50 cents, or more, according to the dif- 
ferent kinds of binding. The same 
publisher sells another little book en- 
titled, “Thirty Ways of Hearing 
Mass,” by Rev. George Stebbing, 
C. Ss. R.; price, 75 cents. Any Cath- 
olic book-seller will get these books 
for you. 

How can one tell one’s vocation? 

The different states of life to which 
God calls various persons by a super- 
natural vocation are: the religious life, 
the priestly life, married life, and a 
single life in the world. In order to 
find out to which of these states God 
calls you, you must do three things: 

First, pray. Ask God to make known 
to you His will. Say with the Psalm- 
ist, “Make known to me the way 
wherein I should walk” (Psalm 142, 
v. 8). Offer up your Holy Com- 
munions for this intention. Have 
Masses said for it. 

Secondly, REFLECT. There are certain 
signs which indicate the life to which 
you are called. Which of these signs 
have you? 1°. The signs of a vocation 
to the married life are: good health; 
a strong inclination towards the other 
sex and a difficulty of avoiding sins 
against purity, a difficulty that may be 
known from temptations, from sins 
and bad habits; a natural desire for 
married life and children; an upright 
attachment that is reciprocated for a 
person of the other sex approved of by 
your parents; a holy esteem for the 
excellence of Christian marriage; a 
lack of any supernatural inclination for 
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a more perfect state of life; the lack 
of any supernatural esteem for the ex- 
cellence of virginity. 2°. St. Alphon- 
sus mentions three signs of vocation to 
the priesthood: a) the right intention, 
that is, of serving God, of working for 
His glory and the salvation of souls; 
b) possession of the requisite knowl- 
edge and ability to fulfil the duties of 
a priest; c) positive virtue, that is, a 
good life and freedom from habits of 
mortal sin. 3°. The signs of a vocation 
to the religious life are: a) absence of 
any impediment, v. g., necessity of sup- 
porting parents. 0b) Aptitude for the 
religious life. This includes the earn- 
est desire of striving after religious 
perfection, of consecrating yourself to 
God by the vows of poverty, chastity, 
and obedience; a generous, docile, 
sociable disposition, without which you 
will not be able to deny yourself, to 
live under obedience, or to get along in 
a community; a love for the divine 
worship and exercises of piety; a good 
will; good health. 4°. Vocation to a 
single life in the world is indicated by 
an absence of vocation to the other 
states, by the desire to serve God more 
perfectly when you cannot go to the 
convent. 

Thirdly, sEEK apvice. No one is a 
good judge in his own case. Lay your 
case before your confessor and do as 
he tells you. 

A Catholic man married a baptized 
Protestant in 1894. The ceremony was 
performed by a Protestant minister. 
Their children have not been baptized. 
What must the Catholic do to be re- 
conciled to the Church? 

If this marriage was contracted in a 
place where the decree “Tametsi” of 
the Council of Trent was in force, it is 
invalid and illicit; if in some other 
place, it was illicit, though valid. 

In the former instance, the man 
would have to obtain the removal of 
the excommunication he incurred by 
being married before a Protestant 
minister; he must promise to try to 
convert his Protestant wife, and he 
must see that his children are baptized 
and brought up Catholics; he must re- 
pair the scandal he has given; since his 
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marriage was no marriage at all, he 
must be really and validly married; if 
his wife will not be converted, he must, 
in order to be married, obtain a dis- 
pensation. In the second case, that is, 
if his first marriage was valid, he need 
not be married again. Otherwise his 
obligations are as in the first case. 

If a person says that there can be 
only one true religion and that all other 
religions are false, isn’t that narrow- 
minded? And isn’t it uncharitable, im- 
plying that everyone not belonging to 
your religion will go to hell? Why 
can’t every one be saved by leading a 
moral life and living up to whatever 
religion he happens to belong to? 

A person who says there can be only 
one true religion is no more narrow- 
minded than the person who maintains 
that white is white and can never be 
black, or that twice two makes four 
and never makes five. Truth is one. 
Of two statements that contradict each 
other, only one can be true, the other 
must be false. So with the different 
religions or churches. They contradict 
one another. That is what makes them 
different. Some say Christ was God, 
some say He was only a great man; 
some say there are seven sacraments, 
some say six, some three, or two, or 
none at all. And soon. They contra- 
dict one another. How then can they 
all be true? Not more than one of 
them can be true. And how can God 
approve a false religion or be pleased 
with those who profess it, knowing it 
to be false? No, be a man a Baptist, 
Methodist, or member of whatever 
church you please, he is far more log- 
ical if he thinks all other religions false 
than if he says they are all as good as 
his. He is at least correct in thinking 
that there can be only one true religion, 
though he is mistaken in thinking that 
his church is that one true church. 

We as Catholics believe that there is 
but one true Church pleasing to God 
and provided with the means of salva- 
tion by Jesus Christ, her founder, and 
that Church is the Catholic Church. 
But we do not thereby maintain that 
all Protestants will go to hell just be- 
cause they do not belong to the Church, 
any more than we hold that all Cath- 
olics will be saved just by being mem- 
bers of the Church. Those Protestants 
who are outside the Church through no 
fault of their own but are in good faith 
in their false religion and who follow 
the dictates of their conscience, trying 
to serve God as well as they know how, 
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will surely find mercy with God and 
will receive a reward in heaven for 
their good will. But it will not be 
their false religious belief that will 
save them; rather, they will be saved 
in spite of their false beliefs, and only 
with much greater difficulty than if 
they had enjoyed all the means of 
grace possessed by the one saving 
Church. 

What is meant by a lay brother or 

sister? 
_ Lay brothers and lay sisters are re- 
ligious who are occupied with manual 
labor and the temporal affairs of re- 
ligious communities in contradistinction 
to the choir religious whose time is 
taken up with the works of the sacred 
ministry, the recitation of the divine 
office, teaching, study, etc. Usually the 
lay brothers or sisters in a religious 
order are distinguished from the choir 
religious by some difference in the 
habit. But they take the usual vows 
of poverty, chastity, and obedience. 
Owing to their retired and humble life, 
they are free from many dangers to 
which choir religious may be exposed 
and have the most favorable opportuni- 
ties for saving and sanctifying their 
souls. Many persons without the 
necessary learning or ability to be choir 
religious are thus enabled to enjoy the 
blessings and advantages of the relig- 
ious life. 

What do the letters C. Ss. R. stand 
for? 

These letters, which are put after 
the names of members of the Redemp- 
torist Order, are an abbreviation of the 
Latin words, “Congregationis Sanctis- 
simi Redemptoris”, which in English 
mean, “of the Congregation of the 
Most Holy Redeemer.” 

Would you please mention in the 
Liguorian just what things should be 
ready in a Catholic home when the 
priest comes for a sick-call? 

Everything in the room of the sick 
person should be neat and clean and in 
good order. The sick person should be 
washed and decently dressed. Near 
the bed have a little table or at least 
a chair covered with a clean white 
cloth. On this table have a crucifix 
with two lighted candles of wax; a cup 
or vase with holy water in it and a 
feather, or something similar, for a 
sprinkler; a glass of fresh drinking 
water and a clean spoon; and a saucer 
or other small dish with six small 
pieces of cotton on it. 
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Some Good Books 











We have received a copy of the 
Retrospect, a_ souvenir of the silver 
jubilee of St. Joseph’s College, College- 
ville, Indiana, published by the Alumni, 
The booklet gives the reader a brief 
sketch of the time since the Precious 
Blood Fathers founded the institute. 
It will prove of great interest to past 
students and friends of St. Joseph’s, 
both for its many pleasant remuinis- 
cences and attractive college scenes. 


“A Story of Love,” by the Rev. 
Francis Cassilly, S. J. Father Cassilly 
has told his “Story of Love” surpass- 
ingly well. In a series of chapters 
bearing such attractive titles as “My 
Divine Friend,” “Children of God,” 
“Children at Home,” “Christ’s Body to 
me,” “Face to Face,” “Waiting,” he 
unfolds to his readers in simple yet 
beautiful style the mysteries of divine 
grace and love. From Sacred Writ, 
from the writings of the Fathers of 
the Church and theologians, from the 
lives of the saints, and from the book 
of nature he has woven so pleasing a 
tale that we quite agree with a critic 
who said: “I read the book to the end 
and regretted reaching the last page.” 
B. Herder. Seventy-five cents. 


Around Christmas, children are not 
the least neglected. The more thought- 
ful always include a book or two 
among the children’s gifts. There are 
quite a few books suited for this pur- 
pose published at this season. Among 
them we recommend: Cupid of Cam- 
pion, by Father Finn (Benziger Bros., 
85c); The Real Mother Goose, by 
Blanche F. Wright (Rand, McNally, 
$2.00); The Land of Don’t Want To, 
by Lillian Bell (Rand, McNally, 
$1.25) ; Wonder Tales Retold, by Kath. 
Pyle (Little Brown, $1.35) ; The Boy’s 
Life of Lord Kitchener, Harold F. B. 
Wheeler (Thos. Y. Crawell & Co., 
New York, $1.50), and Blackbeard’s 
Island: The Adventure of Three Boy 
Scouts, R. §S. Holland (Lippincott, 


$1.25). 


The first fruit of a Catholic novel 
should be an increase of faith in the 
hearts of its readers. Judged by this 
standard, the work just published, from 


the pen of Alice Dease, deserves an 
honorable place in Catholic literature. 
The title of the book, Refining Fires, 
gives the key to the story. It is the 
struggle of a young neglected wife 
against the cold, spiteful selfishness of 
the social world in which she moves. 
The characters are skillfully portrayed 
and the plot so well arranged that the 
interest never lags. The most reason- 
able price of the book, seventy-five 
cents, places it well within the reach 
of all readers, and we trust it will find 
its way into many a Catholic home. 
The publishers are P. J. Kenedy & 
Sons, New York. 


The Redemptorist Calendar of Holy 
and Beautiful Thoughts for 1917 is a 
32-leaved Art Wall Calendar. Each 
page is specially gotten up and has its 
own little artistic setting; it contains 
some verses from Redemptorist writers 
with a well chosen quotation or two 
designating and illustrating the prac- 
tice of a definite virtue for each month. 
Calendars are a common form of 
Christmas gift and we feel sure that 
no neater calendar and certainly no 
more appropriate calendar for Cath- 
olics can be chosen. It can be had at 
any Redemptorist House in the West 
for 25 cents or directly from the office 
of the Liguorian by mail for 30 cents. 


Those who were so pleased with 
Father Tim’s Talks with the People 
He Met, whether in the pages of the 
Liguorian or in book form, will wel- 
come the second volume soon to be 
published by B. Herder, St. Louis. 


Father Tim Casey has become a 
familiar name to a host of readers. 
He always has something very good 
and instructive to say and says it in 
such an apt and entertaining manner 
that few are content to sit at only one 
entertainment. We cannot but feel that 
this new volume will receive both from 
readers and reviewers the same glad 
welcome and high appreciation as its 
predecessor. Father Tim does not 
weary anyone by repetition. He is as 
a genial visitor in the house; the 
oftener he comes, the better his wel- 
come grows. 
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Lucid Intervals 

















A well-known banker in a down- 
town restaurant was eating mush and 
milk. ° 

“What’s the matter?” inquired a 
friend. 

“Got dyspepsia.” 

“Don’t you enjoy your meals?” 

“Enjoy my meals?” snorted the in- 
dignant dyspeptic. “My meals are 
merely guide-posts to take medicine 
before or after.” : 


The doctor entered the patient’s 
room in the morning, and, according 
to habit, read the chart first thing. He 
was a little surprised to read: 

“2 A. M. Patient very restless, nurse 
sleeping quietly.” 


Some negro stevedores were talking 
about a fellow workman who had been 
shot at the night before. A strange 
negro, who had drifted in, asked: “Did 
dat nigger run?” 

“Run?” replied a witness. “Run? 
Why, if dat nigger had ’a’ had jest one 
feather in his hand, he’d ’a’ flew!” 


The old man’s wife was getting into 
a carriage, and he neglected to assist 
her. 

“You are not so gallant, John, as 
when you were a boy,” she exclaimed 
in gentle rebuke. 

“No,” was the ready response, “and 
you are not so buoyant as when you 
were a gal.” 


“Maria, you’ll never be able to drive 
that nail with a flat-iron,” admonished 
Mr. Stubkins. “For heaven’s sake, use 
your head.” 


A lady stopping at a hotel on the 
Pacific coast rang the bell the first 
morning of her arrival and was very 
much surprised when a Japanese boy 
opened the door and came in. 

“T pushed the button three times for 
a maid,” she said, sternly, as she dived 
under the bed covers. 

“Yes,” the little fellow replied, “me 
she.” 


Visitor—Who is that sad-looking 
individual over in the corner? 
Office Boy—He’s de joke editor. 


“Wud yez luk at thot!” exclaimed 
Mrs. O’Tcole, in just indignation. 
“‘*Washin’ and ironin’ done.’ Shure, 
she ain’t wan bit better than Oi am. 
Oi’ve got me washin’ and ironin’ done, 
too, but yez don’t see me hangin’ out 
no signs bragging about it.” 


“How was your speech received last 
night?” asked one commuter of an- 
other. 

“Well,” was the reply, “when I sat 
down they all said that it was the best 
thing I ever did.” 


He was a college professor, greatly 
beloved because of his kind heart, but 
with the common scholastic failing of 
being very absent-minded. He visited 
his married niece and listened to her 
praise of her first-born. When she 
paused for breath the professor felt 
that he must say something. 

“Can the little fellow walk?” he 
asked, with every appearance of inter- 
est. 

“Walk?” cried the mother indignant- 
ly. “Why, he’s been walking now for 
five months!” 

“Dear me!” exclaimed the professor, 
again relapsing into abstraction. “What 
a long way he must have gone!” 


Mrs. Benham—Some of these base- 
ball players must be polite fellows. 

Benham—What do you mean? 

Mrs. Benham—The paper tells about 
the pitcher “fanning” the men on the 
other side. 


“What makes my hair crackle so?” 
a small girl asked her mother, who was 
combing it. 

“There’s electricity in it, my dear,” 
the mother answered. 

With awe in her voice the little miss 
replied : 

“Oh, mother, ain’t we made funny? 
I have electricity in my hair and grand- 
father has gas in his stomach.” 


“Rastus,” asked the teacher, “when 
is a man self-supporting?” 

“He am _ self-suppo’tin’,” answered 
the little colored lad without hesitation, 


w’en he marries a woman wid de 
necessary number ub washin’s!” 











